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| —And.Lsaw. there something horrible: J saw neither a heaven above <= 
nora firmly founded Earth, but a place chaotic and horrible. 
And there I saw seven stars of the heaven hound together init, 

-—like great mountains and Burning with fire: Then 1 said: ‘For what 

. sin are they bound, and on what account have they been cast in__.... 

| . hither?! Then said Uriel, one of the holy angels, who was with me, 

| and was chief over them: Enoch, why dost thou ask, and why ait | ara 
‚ thom eager for tire trath? These are of the number ofthe stars-of--— 77 








|... heaven, which have wansgressed the commandment of the Lord,  — see 


and are hound here till ten thousand years, the time entailed by 





their sins, are consummated.’ And fron thence | went to another 


A 





56: ace, which was stiit more horribie than the former, andtsawa- = === 007 


(+L porrible-thing:-a great fire there which burnt and blazed, and. Ше - 
... place was cleft as. far as the abyss. being full of great descending 
columns of fire: neither its extent or magnitude could Î see, nor 
— could I conjecture. Then 1 said: ‘How feartul is the place and how 一 
5 —fterrible-to-look upon!" Then-Uriel answered me, one.of the-holy. - H 
-angels who was with me, ‚and said unto me: ‘Enoch, why hasi they i 
such fear and affright?' And i answered: ‘Because of this fearful 
"place; and because of the spectacle of the pain.’ And he said. unto: ^ 


, 


: Ρ Ален -place ís the prison-of the ange!s, and here they will йе а” 
Y | —imprigoned for ever.’ ер, 





Book of Enoch 21:1-10 




















DREAM _ NU C 0 0rd A 
With a feeling of tremendous urgency Young awoke from the dream needing to know т To ν 
how could such a dream have remained hidden for so ong within its onconscious—~ = ~~~ > σε, [ 


and ٤ 
how could he wait any longer to begin his retaliation against the bad forces ------ - — 








- = = : 
М рет — when the idea of perish was so much less scathing 


than the horrible human perish that had occurred in his dream? N | 


In his dream, following the demise of humans, 
swarming armies of beasts and bugs had spread like armored vehicles E 
26 | and taken over the Earth with all е ease of instinct ο — ” —— M. 
8 the whole way along claiming new turf for all the various population bangs and booms $ 

7 | ike ombs exploding with no halflife depletion). — ———— mtem 





pe “Yes, it was in bed. Young.dreamed of this outcome, _ _. _ NEE x 
in bed where the big-thinking adolescent Young ТЕЕ. SEES КАЛ 
discovered the truest form of fear yet d T | 
| and lots of other life-altering fears like of the 
| that human beings 

exist without purpose > -- at J | 
| and like how he, Young, had better make the move, 4 
not fuck around, 5 Ze 

| and attach total importance and dedicate himself totally to his own special purpose: 

| to seek out knowledge, understand the problems and issues, and create solutions 


























fast, — 
fast before the impending doom and destruction, 
y — the bangs and the booms. ~=~~ . үт | N | 
Inthe dream Young witnessed the-death-of all-the humans.on Earth, _.. 
Young, in his dream, a virtual baby in the womb, felt only the tremors, but ZT [ 
ms E - арылы RAR A ATAR 
Young, the dreamer, umbilically attached to the sky from the clouds, ^ - A 
i E floated face-down like a parade float face-up 
. and watchedthe endless murders-and-suicides; .. - یب‎ 8 a 
the races and genders and continents divided; ” E | 
the waters boiling with needles and flames; 一 一 ”一 A е 
the lungs and throats burning in pain, % ya ^ | 
| causing the people angrily to scream at each other things they didn't mear | 
| 一 provoking more and more unkindness by all; АЯ κος τις ος ην 
| f and he saw the side-effects of all that release т Fe Zu 一 一 一 -一 一 一 | 


| = : the quickened rate at which that their fingernails grew | 
| PE MN sharper;..... | " 
: the horribly stifling chokes gripping the pulsating necks — y ў 

| ἢ 一 一 -------ϕ------------ 

the aching backs butts and feet promoting self-absorption and mass murder; 

1 the diseases from the chickens that only the carnivorous would contract; 
the brain malfunctions bp Po 

| < 1 from too many local news broadcasts sit-coms self-help hair-growth horror hours 
creating terrible depression left & right 一 7 7 $ 
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On the day the world ends 
A bee circles a clover, 

A Fisherman mends а glimmering net. 
Happy porpoises jump in the sea, 

By the rainspout young sparrows are playing 
And the snake is gold-skinned as it should always be. 
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On the day the world ends 
Women walk through fields under their umbrellas 


A drunkard grows steeny at the edge of a lawn, S 

Vegetable peddlers shout in the street \ 

And а yellow-sailed boat comes nearer the island, \ 
- The voice of a violin lasts in the air 

And leads into a starry night. 












And those who expected li 
Fre disappointed, 5 
And those whs expected signs and archangels’ trumps 
Do not believe it is happening now. 

As long a5 the sun and the moon are above, 

As leng as the bumblebee visite a rose, 
As long-as rosy infants are ber 


No one believes it i Heppening now. 


ghtning and thunder 


MIKE SIMONS 
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OSOS ANO 














Only a white-haired old man, who would. be a prophet, ` 
Yêt i$ not a prophet, for he's much too Busy, 7 
- Repeats whilé he binds fiis tomatoes: 
There will be no other end of the world, 
There will be no other end of the world. 


"Czeslaw Milosz 
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Dear readers, 


How are you? 
We've spent the last six months, like everyone, wondering what the hell happened | 


after that terrible week when everything collapsed. But we regrouped, and now we're | 


ο | 


back, and forging ahead as best we can. 

Most of us are still in shock, trying our best to move from anger/depression towards 
some kind of acceptance. But what does it mean to be an adbuster in a world without 
ads; a culture jammer when there's no consumer culture left to jam? Well, we put out | 
the word that we were working on a post crash issue, and the word spread. And the 
letters started flooding in, from all over the world. This issue is a compilation of your 
poignant, freaky, angry thoughts. Like us, you are starting to make sense of this crazy 
new world. 

Looking back now on “the good old days,” as the era before 511.2 is endearingly 
referred, it sure feels like we activists did protest too much. We were always anti- 
everything and pro very little. We kept on saying, “A New World Is Possible,” but 
we didn’t have the vision and guts to build it. | remember how just about every 
‘progressive’ magazine | read before the crash was stuffed full of lefty whining, 
without a single action or solution proposed. | | 

But not everyone here із raking over the ash of history. A few bright sparks are | 
running around saying: “Fuck your postmortems . . . OK, so capitalism crashed, the | 
megacorps we hated so much are gone, and you can't buy a can of Coke anymore. і 
So what's your problem? Isn't this the world we always dreamed about? Isn't this what | 
we were fighting for all along?” 

These fired-up young anarchists will be our new leaders. They have an almost 
pathological, taboo-like disgust for the old world and - Coke or no Coke — they're 
determined to never let it rise again. The price was too high, for all of us, for 
everything. Their world is about bioregions, true-cost farming, keeping every { 
corporation оп a very tight leash, and building a new media that delivers truth. And i 
they swear they'll never again let national governments or global institutions tell them 

what they can or cannot do in their communities. Ϊ 
We'll try to put out another issue before year's end. Keep your letters and stories 

rolling in. We've just had a collective near-death experience, but with it has come a 

powerful new urge to live. Every day, more and more of us are finding something very 

real, very concrete to fight for and maybe, even, to die for. That old Situ slogan 


“Live Without Dead Time” really means something now. 
for the wild, Kalle 
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Hey guys, 

1I just came back from LA to my 
home in the Sierras. That city's 
dying like starved cancer. Some sick 
part of me craved to see the heart 
of the suffering, wanted to see the 
consumers pay. You wouldn't believe 
how bad the stink is. There’s still 
people leaving any way they can. 

Abandoned cars were everywhere, 
even ditched on the freeways, where 
people were walking around the 
stalled traffic and trying to laugh 
off.the hot sun, rummaging around 
in the vehicles for treasures left 
behind -- batteries, bulbs, a pack of 
cigarettes . . . but just think, no more 
road гаре... 

Across the flat, dry horizon | saw 
the blue smoke of cook fires trail 
up from rooftops, and clotheslines 
hung from building to building in a 
colorful array. Something powerful 
was happening here: amidst all the 
brown lawns, violence and cries of 
the hungry and dying, people began 
to plant seeds — in boots, 

TV monitors, jewelry boxes, 
flocking with spades and other 
implements to anywhere dirt could be 
found. They were already growing. 

Love, Terry 
South Lake Tahoe, CA 


As the song says, who's got the last 
laugh now? | dance on the graves of 
clearcutters, cattle farmers, advertising 
executives, drug salesmen, stripmall 
developers, army generals, political 
spinmeisters, prison wardens, Prozac 
psychiatrists, speedboaters, off- 

road drivers, McDonald's owners, 
mountaintop stripminers, mercenary 
soldiers and oil-tanker shippers. 

Who could possibly doubt that we 
are better off without coal-fired power 
plants, gene-altered foods, nuclear 
power, chicken factories, ocean sludge- 
dumping or agribusiness? 

Yes, | know some of you think that 
life without cell phones and television 
and laptop computers is not worth 





living, but you will soon see that the 
compensation is actually talking to your 
neighbors face-to-face every day. You 
will find that you live in a world without 
the visual pollution of advertising and 
neon lights, the mental pollution of 
presidential politics, the social pollution 
of anomie and loneliness, not to 
mention the physical pollution of toxic 
water, air, and soils. 
This is no utopia we are struggling 
to create. But we are at least regaining 
those old ways of life that are the best 
expression of our basic human nature. 
lam still dancing. 
Yours happily, Kirkpatrick Sale 
New York City 


In the first few weeks after the crash 
me and my neighbors started to hang 
out and get to know each other. We 
broke into empty homes and stripped 
them clean of anything useful like 
candles or matches. But every 

time we found power generators or 
batteries or fuel supplies, there was 
a fight. People got hurt, and then 
someone got stabbed over some 
solar panels. 

People got suspicious, and 
suspicions make people odd and 
oblique rather than straightforward 
and honest. Some neighbors could 
not adapt. They died, became 
subservient, or collected their own 
band of followers, Evolution has 
a way of sorting these people out. 
As for me, | fear all the humans. 

1 choose to share my space with 
a pack of feral dogs, the former 
neighborhood pets. 


"Tor 


Larry Peterson 
Cleveland, OH 
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Remember how the hippies used to say that 


if the old society collapsed we 


would all hug trees and be nice to each other? We might, but only after a 


long time. Yes, one can plant crops for food — 
| wasn't оп the acequia (the 
planted. I've stopped emptying my с 
on the peus. : 

But I'm 70. My neig 
i blankets. And what happens 
bee going to eat? That's the crunch. When my gar 


harvest, how do | stand 


I'm writing from the Pacific Northwést 
- | don't want to say where exactly. 
So far we've been left alone. 

We are what used to be known as 
an "intentional community," people 
drawn together by common goals. 

Ours was founded on the principles of 
permaculture, a self-sustaining system 
for survival by simple, Earth-based 
methods. We moved to 250 acres of land 
with an artesian spring well, a large, 
bountiful forest, and about 14 acres of 
cropland, where we grow corn, tomatoes, 
beans, herbs and spices. We breed 
chickens, hogs, goats and sheep. 

Now there are 800 of us. 

We're powered by eight 15-foot solar 
panels and a couple of large wind 
turbines. We also have two Stairmasters 
and four stationary bikes rigged to 
generators for cloudy or windless days 
when the batteries are low. We have 
a gray-water system that reuses water 
from our kitchens for the crops. We have. 
composting toilets and about three years 
of propane left. We have large dinners 
and lively parties around the fire at 
night, with drums and an old piano. 

The ironic thing is that we started 
living like this way back in the '70s, 
when we were ridiculed by many of our 
family and friends for "dropping out," 
treated as though we were living in 
the past. 

As itturns out, we were only preparing 
for the future. 

With best wishes, Jon Bush 
Washington State 


| never used to garden, since 


irrigation ditch), but now I've got aplot fully _ 
Ὃ aer pot into the outhouse and use it 


before we all become nice and fuzzy? 
den is ready to 


ighbors: get a gun? Kill them? 
ΙΗ ium faithfully, fanc 
a 
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hbors might very well decide I’m dispensible, especially 


The last time | went for a walk in Stanley Park | headed past the 
aquarium. Animal rights activists were outside it trying to stop a 
growing crowd of people from raiding the tanks and eating the fish. 
They were chanting “Free the whales, free the whales.” This ratty- 
looking man next to me muttered, “no, eat the whales.” | found an 
unlocked utility door round the back, and went inside. 

There were about 10 people there who had also found their way 
in, and we decided to barricade the doors with concrete statues of 
killer whales from the lobby. Outside, things were getting really ugly 
between the activists and the hungry crowd. We didn’t help things 
much by barbecuing some tropical fish. They could smell it, I'm sure. 

By morning it seemed like half the city was trying to get in through 
the doors. The hundred or so activists were somehow holding them 
at bay, but by lunch, the rising tide was too much for them to contain. 
The crowd rushed through the doors and headed for the fish tanks. 

1 escaped the fighting and headed for the depths of the Amazon 
rainforest exhibit. | climbed a tree and hung out with two tree sloths. 
Tree sloths have a metabolism that is so slow that they don't require 
much in the way of food. It can take them a week to digest a meal. 

In fact, they don’t really require much at all, other than to be 
left alone. In the distance | could hear glass being smashed and 
people screaming. 

I'm no philosopher, but | think we could have avoided so many of 
our mistakes if we just could have slowed down, climbed some trees, 
and acted like those sloths. 

James McCardle 
Vancouver, BC 
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WASHINGTON D.C.—The US federal 
government is trying to maintain the 
illusion of national power, yet controls 
only the capital and a number of 
enclaves surrounding military bases. 
Columns of Abrams tanks surround 
the White House, Capitol Hill, the 
Federal Treasury, the Pentagon and 
other buildings; UH-60 Blackhawk 
helicopters fly sky patrols, and 
troops man checkpoints on all 
incoming roads. 

But away from isolated pockets there 
is no overall control. And no word has 
come from the president since his 
televised Christmas address from the 
Presidential Emergency Operations Center, except for one press release 
declaring that he “remains in charge.” 

Nationwide martial law was declared soon after the 511.2 bio terror 
attack on New York. After the president and three separate teams fled to 
hidden bunkers, executive orders 10995 through 11005 were enacted to 
give the administration power over all modes of transportation, the media, 
energy grid, farms, aircraft, as well as control over the economy, and the 
right to resettle citizens. 

The ending of democratic government was predicted by General Tommy 
Franks in late 2003, when he suggested that a WMD attack on a US city 
would make America “question our own Constitution,” and start to militarize 
the country “to avoid a repeat.” 

Troops stationed overseas in war zones like Afghanistan and Iraq were 
recalled home to help. But the scale of the crash, and subsequent societal 
breakdown, was unforeseen. Attempts to impose emergency rule nationally 
failed in the chaos as people scrambled to survive. 

The government, however, remains steadfast in its message, one that 
has altered little since the attack. “In this world of change, some things 
don't change,” said a White House source. “America has always overcome 
adversity, and will again. We could capitulate, but this will not happen 
on our watch.” 
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to everything on the planet in 1 AR 
on seems like murder, I see how a № 
Where μμ ioland mhen it smells a fores? 


Things aren't so easy. 
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So Adbusters, | hope you're finally satisfied. 
Issue after issue you prociaimed the system 
dead or dying, and now things have gone 
your way — so where is the revolution? | 

don t see any rainbows in the sky or people 
dancing in the streets. Yes, there's a 
redistribution of weaith, or should | saya 
near-toial elimination of it. But | can't quite 
see how this is going to change the world in 
а positive vay. 

Where | live the water is now undrinkable 
and реооі can't get their medicine. The old 
guy next door was aitacked and stabbed for 
his groceries, Something once unheard of in 
my neighborhood, All of my family have lost 
their obs. Living in fear and Surviving just to 
get by is not a liberating experience. It kills 
the Soul. We will survive, trust me, but hot 
by reading Adbusters. It's kinda ironic: you 
morons lived to see the big day but naw have 

nothing to say. | used to love your (е spoof 
ads; now you're the spoof ad, 

Peter Lawson 

Detroit, MI 


ne we began to do whatever we needed or wanted 


the worstpossible жау obliviously. 


in the velley,or how в barrel owl hoots from the same 
branch ker EHE nt if you put a resort on the island? 
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I remember when it was dawning om eyeryone that the climate was cham 
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I have an old sour cherryxoxgia 
can,t hook a sockeye 
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Πο should be an 60-year-ola Indian trapper. 
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ard motor,and 1,11 tell you one 
ern world; the next 


РЯ 
You'd think every last опе of us would have fled 
New York after all that horror, the ballooning 
fear. But not everyone did. Some stay because 
they have nowhere to go. Some stay out of a 
sick sense of adventure, like my friend who'd 
just finished reading the J.G. Ballard book High 
Rise — she said she wanted to stick around to 
watch her neighbors turn feral and colonize 

the elevators in her building. Others figure 
they've already been through the worst they can 
imagine, and things can only get better. 

I stay because I'm a New Yorker, and | won't 
desert my city like a rat jumping ship. | stay 
because New Yorkers are good at surviving, 
because we pride ourselves on our resilience. 
| stay because a city needs its people to survive, 
and | won't let this attack or its fiery aftermath 
be a mortal blow. 

It will never be the same, though, and 
everything | used to look at has to be redefined. 
A penthouse apartment isn't a status symbol 
anymore but a grueling hike up endless flights 
of stairs, Money is only valuable in relation to 
а person's optimism; if a vendor thinks the 
banks will return, then a couple hundred bucks 


might get you somewhere. If not, you are shit out 


of luck. 

The thin veneer of civilization flaked away 
faster than anyone dreamed possible. And 
who is prospering in this new world, liberated 
from the almighty dollar? Not always who you'd 


/ expect. Some ethnic communities thrive: like 


the Hasidic Jews in Brooklyn, a tight-knit 
group accustomed to working together, and 
the recent African immigrants in Harlem, who 
know how to make do. Some of the citys mega- 
corporations didn't close down completely, 

but downsized, turning their office buildings 
into guarded fiefdoms where some expendable 
mid-level executives (and the computer guys 
and electricians) live and work on the bottom 
few floors. 

As for the poor and especially the homeless, 
well, they either learned how to adapt in 
desperation or they just expired. There are 
no more handouts and no more leftover 
sandwiches. They suffered the most, and still 
do. But there are also no laws to restrain them, 
and soon enough the killings started. 

You'd think we'd miss the conveniences we 
learned to count on, or the luxuries we took for 
granted back when every street corner sold 
fresh fruit and flowers flown in from South 
America. But that's not the most obvious void 
New York was New York because of its glossy 
surface, and New Yorkers polished themselves 
to a high shine before they walked out their 
doors in the morning so their surfaces would 
reflect the sun. Just like the glass skyscrapers 


reflecting the sunrise. We thought we were beautiful 
and audacious and favored, but all we were doing 
was reflecting the flash and dazzle of the money 
that poured into our coffers from afar. Emptily, 
beautifully, in high style we reflected the image of 
that money back into the eager cameras and the 
eyes of the world. 

Now there are no more immaculate men in suits 
striding three abreast down the sidewalk, laughing 
over a business deal done with someone's pension 
fund. No more feathery girls gabbing into cell 
phones, their faces thick with makeup. No more 
Madison Avenue ad execs, no more society ladies 
at tea, no more snooty waiters dressed in black 
with flawlessly groomed dreadlocks. All those slick 
surfaces, all that fakery was New York. I'm not sure 
what to call this place now. With all that stripped 
away it's new, changed. | have changed with it, and 
this evening as | savor the last of my pigeon meat 
and look out through the bars on my window at the 
weirdly quiet street, | wonder what to call myself. 

Eliza Strickland 
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There's a July heat wave on, but old Moskva feels chilled to the 
core. In front of the Tretyakov Gallery we had to mace a gang 
of kids who were trying to strip the Trabant. Boys and girls as 
young as six or seven: they hobbled off toward the shanties on 
the canal. All of them looked malnourished from birth in a way 
you don't see back home in Canada, like little Edvard Munch 
cutouts dressed in Old Navy rags. Tomas, our Estonian driver, 
says the number of Russian children living on the streets has hit 
10 million, but that's a guess because no one is counting апу 
longer. | took some pictures of the street kids in the parks and 
sewers. Once | would've felt like а ghoul doing that, but І don't 
feel much of anything any more. а 

If you want to 566 or do anything in Moscow, bring more than 
cash. The gap-toofked man behind the desk at the hotel stared 
halefully at us and our US dollars until Tomas handed him a 
12-pack of condoms from the trunk. We'd been saving that 
for the guards at the markets, but the two guys on duty were 
ОК with a TB respirator. Russians spent the 1990s bartering 
tires and bath towels; they've had a long time to get used 
to a collapsed economy. Even in Moscow, most people still 
grow fruit and vegetables -- you see packs of them armed with 


e 
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hoes ánd shovels, heading down into the Metro for the free but 
dangerous ride to their suburban dachas. Like planting season, 
this can't last. 

1'S"my third day in town and I've already stopped staring at 
the AIDS families, the silent avenues lined with car wrecks, the 
daylight beatings and robberies. But whenever someone coughs 
in my general direction, | have to fight the urge to jump behind 
the wheel and motor back to Tallinn. Tomas kndws some Uzbek 
refugees with a line on gas and bottled water, which should take 
us down to our last box of cigarette lighters. After dinner (potatoes 
and canned kilka fish) we're going souvenir-hunting at the Arbat 
Street bazaar. The air is thick with wood smoke from cooking 
fires. The grime on the buildings looks ready to shatter and fall 
— or blow north in a black cloud to the port of Murmansk, where 
Russia's aging nuclear-submarine fleet lies waiting to explode. 

Neil Radcliffe 
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Here we are, mid-summer: the days just 
keep getting hotter and the military has 
banned air conditioning. First we were 
rationed: four hours a day, then two. Now 
heat exhaustion equals patriotism. Last 
week soldiers raided the homes of repeat 
offenders, ripping out their units. The 
authorities say they create too much drag 
on the electrical grid, which із slowly 
moving to solar farms in the Negev. There 
are rumors that generals get to keep their 
МС, headlines about them “Keeping Their 
Cool,” and | guess they need it, but then 


so do the rest of us. I've heard about 
illegal ‘refrigerator clubs’ operating in 
unused bomb shelters, but | have yet 
to find one. 

The other night, after sunset, Sharon 
and | walked down to the beach in 
Tel Aviv. It was a full-moon party, 
just like old times. It's dangerous 
after dark but the beach is the only 
place to find relief, the air off the 
Mediterranean like a cool hand on my 
forehead. Except this night the smell 
of rotting meat was so strong even the 
breeze couldn't blow it away. | hope 


————— P ον 
CHECKPOINT OUTSIDE JENIN 


it's because refrigeration is'scarce and 
not for some other reason. Sharon brought 
some of her homegrown, harvested from 
her balcony, which we rolled and passed 
around. Nobody can get anything stronger 
— no flights in or out of Ben Gurion Airport 
in weeks, except for military transport 
jets — so the spirit of love can't even be 
chemically manufactured. 

Avishai was there. Back in high school, 
he was always talking about joining an 
elite combat unit. He's just back from 12 
weeks of reserve service in the territories 
and says he just wants to get high and 
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forget. Like everyone. He said it's gotten 
horrendous, which is saying a lot because 
it's always been bad. "The natives аге 
restless," he added, in typical understated 
fashion. The electronic sensor fence, where 
so much of the electrical supply is now 
headed, went down for eight hours, and 

his unit was called up to patrol the barrier. 
The other soldiers were jumpy, wigging out, 
shooting blindly from the guard towers. A 
kid, early morning, kicked a soccer ball too 
near the wall. A soldier put a bullet through 
the kid's neck. Avishai said the kid was 

so small, so thin, his skin stretched over 
his face like a drum. All the checkpoints 
are closed now and have been for months. 
People were hungry before — now they're 
starving by the thousands. He said no one's 
getting out of there, and if they do get out, 
they'll come for us. 

Maybe it was the A/C that kept it at bay, 
but fear seems to float on the air now. Ever 
since the US economy went to shit and all 
foreign aid stopped, the mood in Israel 
has turned. Everyone's pulling together 
of course, Israelis are good at that, but 
| asked Dov, my old co-worker, if he still 

-- 








believes the army's favorite slogan: 
“We Will Win." He didn't answer but 
his eyes looked dull, like mud. | wonder 
if we're all going slowly mad, or if the 
madness began long ago, and only now 
can we recognize the signs, now that the 
cinemas and discotheques are closed, 
now that the distractions, the comforts, 
have disappeared. Sometimes | dream, 
about the thousands of olive and orange 
trees the army uprooted. How we could use 
that food now. 

My sister Ronit was injured at one of 
those long-ago barrier protests, shot in 
the back by a settler youth. (Hey, where's 
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their Messiah when we really need him?) 
Ronit lives with me now. She's walking 
again, though there's a lot of pain. She 
still drives me crazy, still meets with . 
the same activists who almost got her 
killed. Ronit-always was the eternal 
optimist, always sayingBings like “They 
are human beings too. We can't take 
their land and imprison them and expect 
them to love us.” Repeating clichés like 
“land for peace,” as if we were still in 
the 19905. She used to invite me on 
convoys that brought food and water to 
Palestinian villages, and I'd laugh and 
tell her it was them or us. “You can't sit 
on the fence,” as the saying goes. 

| can't even talk to her anymore. Does 
she really think, if the electricity goes 
down for good and the ammunition runs 
out, that they will have mercy on us? 

Kitty Clark 


FRICA 


bad thing.” 


\ The end of foreign aid stretched the famed African capacity 
to endure backbreaking conditions to its limit, before it finally 
‘snapped. In Kenya's capital Nairobi, it began with benign 
indications of disorder, as street signs and manhole covers were 

` claimed as scrap. But it quickly degenerated into chaos. The 

politically connected robbed the treasury and fled the country. 
They left a collapsed state with little infrastructure. Disease 
was impossible to contain and it spread like wildfire. There was 
nowhere to run. Police and private security firms were replaced 
by hired goons and eventually brutal mob justice. | remember 
so vividly the look of angst in one man’s face when he told me 
plaintively, “We can’t do this to each other. Mob justice is a 


But it's the only justice left, and it's savage and arbitrary. 
When they catch a thief, they beat him and give him a 
‘necklace’. Imagine a tire around the guy's neck, lit on fire 
- sometimes they even splash precious fuel on him to get the ~ 
fire really going. It's crazy. The victim takes a long time to die, 
and the screams haunt your dreams. 

Eventually, | knew I had to go home. And thanks to my most 
valued possession - a passport with an eagle on it – | managed 

* to leave Nairobi in a scene not unlike the last helicopters 
leaving the roof of the US embassy in during the fall of Saigon. 


Ivan Massullo 
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Propelled forward by the complex global 
networks and economic systems we had put 
in place, we kept moving, working all hours, 
spending frantically to dull the pain of all that 
work. We cranked up our debts, binged on cheap 
oil, indulged in head-in-the-sand consumer 
hedonism. We just about survived, but at what 

~ cost? We networked with the world but lost the 
local connections that actually sustain us in the 
teal world. 

All real surfers know that wipe-outs are part of 

the game, and they know what to-do to survive 


about technological networks, not just swapping 
music files and putting together ironic collections 
of dotcom kitsch. 

But instead of taking a deep breath we 
stuck with a push-button machine age mind- 
set, thinking that we were in control, not 
understanding that in an age of out-of-control 
networks, our technological systems had morphed 
into something unstable and unpredictable. And 


them. First, take а deep breath before you hit the when the wipe-out finally came, it was deadly. 
water, because you may be under some time. You should.close your eyes when a wave first 
There were warning signs of what was to puts you under. But when things calm down you 
come — SARS, computer viruses, network power need to open them, to see which way you need to 
failures. We should have been thinking properly swim to break the surface and breathe again. 
“ 3 So, which way is up? 
Jim McClellan 








It's really been eating me letely,the feeling I get walking 
A ER my old house,my parents! home, There wasn't 
much left,more than I'd expested,really. I figured the 
squatters would have already burned through every piece 
of paper in the house.They'd come damn close-the Tinoleum on the kitchen 
floor had peeled away in melting,bubbly areas. They must have had a 
regular fucking bonfire right there where thekitchen table used to sit. 
Stopping here was a long shot but I'm glad I did;glad I found what I've 
en king for. 
lesen Toason they hadn't made it through all шу old 
boxes in the basement. After am hour or so of digging 1 found r 
my old copy of Edward Abbey' „ I flipped right to the page. 
The browned-yellow lines, ghted from another life, jumped right out at 
me, the spine of the bookstill trained from the dozens of times 
I must have read this one particular passage Abbey writes: 





"Mountains complement desert as desert re cette ырау 
jplements and completes civilizationsA man со! e a lover 
defender of the датаны without ever in his lifetime leaving the 
béundaries of asphalt,powerlines, and right-angled surfaces, we need 
wilderness whether or not we ever set foot in it.We need arefuge even 
though we may never need to go there...We need the possibility of escape 
as surely ав we need hops;without it life of the cities would drive all 


men into crimes оғ drugs or psychoanalysis." 








AS I read it now I have to wonder-was he right? 
Is this what happened to us? 


Jeff ku 
Knuston 
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1 once knew a man who couldn't read. When | saw him sitting on the sidewalk 
begging for money, his blue eyes were always trained on a flower, or a bird. 
Without moving his lips, he conversed with everything around him. As | passed, 
he'd look up, smile, and say something like “today, the rain shall wash the world 
of sorrow.” People thought he was mad, but | ached to communicate with the 
world the way he did. | thought he was a genius. 

Just for curiosity's sake, І watched myself read a book in front of the mirror 
yesterday. My eyes twitched left to right as if Lwere possessed. | made each 
word on the page into a sound that | heard inside my head. And as | did it, 
my lips moved up and down reflexively, like a ventriloquist's dummy. 

Philosophers and scientists split the human psyche into left and right 一 
the yin and yang of the East, the masculine and feminine of the West. 

The right brain is mystical, spiritual, emotional. The left is calculating, rational, 
analytical. Whenever you read, the left side takes over. 

The first book ever written in our Semitic alphabet was the Old Testament. 
it was a book of rules, a book with the Ten Commandments. Somewhere in that 
first text from on high was a message: nature was now beneath the absratct 
world of code. The world of code contained the word of God. 

Taht code became the brikes and mortar of our civilization, a civliziation 
of readers, knowers, data crunchers and human processors. We became 
saturated in letters, in the alhapbet. It wasn't obvoius before the ‘knoewldge 
economy’ arrived, but once it did, the satration accleraeted. With our fingers on 
the keys and our eyes on the screens, we both tochued and vewied letetrs all 
day long. Travelling to and form the office, we wnadreed through a jugine of ad 
slogans, all demanding our attention, all decoded on sihgt. 

How mnay trillions of lettres did Took at? (First, | turn them into sounds, 
then into wrods, and finally, into тепаїпр.) | don't konw. But there's something 
frighteningly inhmuan about the prcoess. Our brains were bmboarded with the 
same 26 letters, over, and over, and oevr again. Did we really expect our way 
of thikning wulodn't change? 

Thurogh txet, our mnids wree trnasforemd form oarl to viasul. And all the 
Wilhe, the rghit sdie of our biarn gerw dtusy wtih neglect, and the Ifet sdie 
beamce knig. By the end, we were mree sivaes to an albeaphtic mstaer. 

And taht is how it hppaened. Taht is why, weheenvr | cnofornt my emetpinss ч 
thsee dyas, | see 26 leettrs satirng bcak at me. We wnet form oarl, to lietral, 
to mdnaess. 

Timothy Querengesser 
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S11.1 heralded a new political reality, one that liberal democracies were utterly 
unable to. cope with. How much freedom was too much? How much surveillance 
was too little? How much paranoia was justified? 

In the-absence of any clear answers, preemption and authoritarian rule 
became the twin tropes of political discourse. American presidents defined 
Islamist terrorism as an existential threat, rather than a response to their 
foreign policies, responding in a way that blew Clausewitz’s dictum on war 
out of the water. The declaration by gung-ho armchair warriors of a ‘clash of 

© civilizations’ became a self-fulfilling prophecy. >>> 
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The war on terror became a bi 
fighting this war without end was allowed. No serious thought was given to 


quenching the fuel that stoke 
right, and stateless Palestinia 
Qaeda, striking when and whe 





partisan feature of US politics. No dissent from 


Islamist hatred. The state of Israel was always 
ns had no rights. And into the void stepped al 
re it fancied. Its strategy came straight out of 


Sun Tzu: “The place of battle must not be made known to the enemy. If it is not 
known, then the enemy must prepare to defend many places. If he prepares to 


defend many places, then the 


forces must be few in number.” 


Around the globe, US forces were stretched thinner and thinner. At home, 


civil liberties were rolled back 


urther and further to deal with ‘terrorist 


threats.’ Eventually we lived in a permanent color-coded state of terror, 


jumping at shadows. And then 


one fine September afternoon, the boogeyman 





leapt out of the shadows and flipped everything over the edge. 


KATHERINA FRITSCH 


GEORGE W. HART 


It seemed like such a natural progression. First we hunted, then we 
herded, then we farmed, then we manufactured and then ме... 
consumed. All the while we became more rational, more efficient 
and more prosperous. More perfect, really. Technology became 
our god and scientific rationalism our religion. But it all came 
crashing down. And now, if you can believe it, some of our former 
leaders want to re-establish the old status quo. But before we let 
the powerbrokers of yesteryear re-impose their spiritually bankrupt 
systems on us, | figure we need to examine how we got here and 
pay attention to the lessons encoded in our mythology. One of my 
favorite scribblers Octavio Paz once observed that “every time a 
society finds itself in crisis it instinctively turns its eyes toward its 
origins and looks there for a sign.” That’s definitely the case with 
me these days. It’s easy to attribute the collapse to our modern 
overindulgence, but if you ask me, the seeds of our failure were 
sown eons ago. >>> 








/ 
I didn't use to pay much attention to the Biblical creation 
story because it seemed like a weird, fictional tale that had 
little relevance to my life. But after the collapse | fled to my 
grandparents’ farm and came across their ratty old Bible. 

| was floored when | realized the Genesis story is in part a 

tale of Western civilization's transition from a hunter-gatherer 
society to an agricultural one. The primordial hunters’ world 

is recalled in the myth of Eden, the paradise where God 
provides so long as we don't muck with things too much. 

And so the Fall of Adam and Eve is representative of the 
Neolithic revolution - the domestication of plants and animals 
- which became such a runaway ‘success’ that we refused to 
recognize how unsustainable and recent it was. ‘Civilization’ 
brought increased workload, overcrowding, disease and the 
rule of the many by the few. And we can all see the end result. 

Not convinced? Well, check out the exact wording of 
Adam's punishment for disobeying God: "Cursed is the 
ground because of you; through painful toil you will eat of it 
all the days of your Ње. It will produce thorns and thistles 
for you, and you will eat the plants of the field." A. strange 
punishment, unless you accept that God wants us to 
be hunter-gatherers. 

It's fascinating stuff. 

What if the Genesis story 

is Western culture's way of 
recognizing that our shift into 
farming represented a break 
from the divinely ordained path 
we were meant to follow? 

What if the story was meant to tell us that our assumptions 
about ‘progress’ and ‘development’ were flawed at their very 
core? Why did we insist on ignoring the teaching? 

There's more. After the exile from-the garden, Eve gave 
birth to a herdsman, Abel, and а tiller of the land, Cain. 

God looks down favorably on the shepherd, but gives the cold 
shoulder to the farmer. An enraged Cain then proceeds to kill 
his brother, and as punishment God drives him off his land 
and condemns him to live as a “restless wanderer.” He builds 
the first city, but is also perpetually driven to colonize new 
territory. Disobedience, punishment, painful toil, exile, murder, 
permanent displacement; our civilization was born out of a 
series of offenses to God and subsequent curses in response. 
And all of it was augmented by repeated instruction to "Be 
fruitful and increase in*number; fill the Earth and subdue it." 
The patriarchal warrior tribesman supplanted the bountiful 
goddess Earth as thé focal figure of worship and mythology, 
and after 290,000 years as hunter-gatherers, we embarked 
оп ап expansionist, unsustainable agricultural project that 
engulfed the planet.and came crashing down after 8 теге 
10,000 years. 

Our culture houses countless other myths that provide 
invaluable lessons. These myths are supplemented by those 
of other cultures that often vary only slightly from ours and 
are just as instructive. For example, flood myths show up all 
over the place. The Noah version many of us are familiar with 
parallels Sumerian and Babylonian flood epics from the same 
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Qur civilization was born out of 
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era. In Greek mythology, Zeus caused a deluge to-punish humanity 
for the offenses of Prometheus. In India; Vishnu took the form of 

a fish to save Manu from the great flood. In all of these cataclysms, 
we are granted the opportunity to rebuild. 

And that’s the opportunity that confronts us today. But as we. 
reshape society, let's not forget to look to our myths for guidance. 
And let's also not forget that rationalism and science ‘also rest on 
myth. We convinced ourselves that science was the basis of truth, 
a rock-solid foundation for all knowledge. But quantum physics and 
black holes are no more real'than Noah and Manu. And scientists 
deliberately use fabrications and abstract models that they easily 
jettison once they're disproven. But there's nothing wrong with that. 
Just like there's nothing wrong with the ambiguity, contradiction 
and, ultimately, mystery that surrounds myth. The beauty of myth- 
tellers is that they combine the data collection of the scientist; the 
spiritual considerations of the priest, and the creative license of 
the artist. . 

Myths don't provide all the answers — in fact, they often raise as 
many questions as they answer 
— but they offer a crucial window 
into our soul. The gods and 
monsters we mythologize are 
within us alle Likewise, heaven 
and hell are not “out there,” 
but rather represent the conflict 
within our own psyches. We learn about ourselves through the tales 
of heroes and tricksters, kinship and social structures, love stories 
and, perhaps most important these days, the need:to turn chaos 
into order. 

I'm curious to know how future ENG will recount this. 
period. One thing that's clear to me is that we've been here before 
and we knew this day was coming. The Hopi of the southwestern _ 
US have a series of 'end of the world' myths. The first world was * 
destroyed by fire as punishment for human misdeeds. The second 
world-ended when the Earth fell off its axis and was encased in ice. 
The third world was drowned by a universal flood. We are presently 
living in the fourth world, and its fate hinges on our ability to abide 
by the Creator's prescriptions. Judging by recent events, it doesn't 
look promising. But the beauty of 'end times' myths is that so 
many of them feed our conviction that things will be better one day. 
Take the Norse battle of Ragnarok -- the final cataclysm that will 
destroy the world, most of the gods and all but two humans. In its 
aftermath, an idyllic world of abundance will rise out of the sea, and 
the descendants of its survivors will live in a paradise free of strife 
and misery. 

We're clearly not there yet, but | take great comfort in the 
knowledge that things will work out. My ancestors have told me so. 

Nicholas Klassen 
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You know, the damnedest thing 
about the collapse is that it was only 
a problem so long as we thought 

it could be reversed. As soon as 
everyone gave up things got better. 

It was like a giant veil had been 
lifted. A lot of people didn’t know 
what to do, but it's amazing how 
quickly even the most regimented 
personalities cap adapt. Everyone 
has skills, even if they've been 
trained to be useless. 

Airports, so long as they're 
functional, are where the worst of 
the mobs hang out. Anyone landing 
has something, you can be sure of 


7 that, and it’s liberated before the 


wheels stop rolling. 

Eugene International never saw all 
that much traffic, and sees virtually 
none now. Some of the local hunting 
enthusiasts have made it into a kind 
of lodge, and eagerly await the day 

' that someone (who used to consider 
themself) important might show up. 
Their big catch so far was a small 
clutch of Microsoft guppies who 
had stolen a company plane in what 
was surely the only brazen act of 


their lives. They got shaken down for 
some gold watches, among other things, 
which the hunters immediately mounted 
on the wall of the cafeteria. 

Most people are happy enough to 
have anything to do - and with all of the 
work on the solar power station there's 
plenty to go around. 

When | say that it was like the lifting 
of a veil, that cut a lot of different 
ways. The veil was thickest in the giant 
urban areas, obviously, where The 
Lie had been headquartered. In our 
smaller population center we couldn't 
have become more acutely aware of 
what we'd lost, but we've come to 
understand that we already had most 
of it anyway. So, | think that most of 
the veil was that we defined ourselves 
in ways that inhibited communication 
between ourselves. Part of the veil was 
that various pathological wastes of time 





were set up as being of great value. Part 
of the veil was an unnatural cultural 
homogenization process that scraped the 
coarse edges, a process that sought to 
destroy the unique. 

We've gone from ‘if it ain't broke, 
don't fix it,’ to ‘it's broke, don't fix 
it.’ The Nike Center was destroyed, 
obviously. It’s funny, when they built 
that monstrosity one of the local pols 
said that it would be “a powerful symbol 
of the rebirth of Eugene.” It sure is. 
The mob took out anything reusable, 
then razed it to the ground. 

The teenagers still hang out at 
McDonald's, though they've integrated 
the golden arches into a skate park, and 
someone said they're making homebrew 
in the old milkshake vats. They've been 
pulling their weight, mostly, during the 
daytime, and using some of their wild 
teenage nighttime energy dragging in 
monuments and obstacles from the 
Valley River Center. It's now possible to 
jump through the arches, bounce off a 
Foot Locker sign, roll down a modified 
escalator and cut sideways into the 
Victoria Secret tunnel. Duuude! 

Clayton Trapp 


MIKE SIMONS 


SEATTLE, WA 一 When city banks closed to stop a run on accounts, residents found 

themselves thrust into the previously unimaginable - and often scorned - world of direct 

action. Initially, affinity groups coordinated daily pot-and- рап banging protests outside 

banks. Protestors were particularly enraged by reports that soon after the crash armored 

cars had driven off after dark with the banks’ cash reserves to ensure that their biggest 

customers were taken care of. But some protesters took a light-hearted approach to their | 
predicament. One family dressed up in beachwear and set up lawn chairs outside their | 
bank since they were unable to go on a real vacation. 

Such good-natured: protests did not last long, however, when residents realized that the ! 
banks would stay closed. The Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation -- set up after the i 
bank failures of the 1920s and 1930s — was only able to compensate a initial wave of 
claimants before being overwhelmed by requests and forced to close. As people became 
angrier, they shifted from pot-and-pan protests to overt violence, breaking into banks 
throughout the city. They looted whatever they could find, but with no money on site, il 





it was a largely symbolic action. 


A stubborn minority refuses to accept the banks' permanent closures and gather | it 


at Seattle Center each Sunday to demand their money back. But most of the city's 
residents have given up on the old banking paradigm. They are procuring goods and 
services through any means possible -- some residual cash, some bartering, some gold 


- and moving on. 


1 remember the day the lights went out. Tokyo 
used to run on neon signs — they were everywhere 
- pock marking the dull hues of concrete buildings 
and warehouses of corrugated steel with electric 
pinks and greens. And those huge TV screens 
blaring a stream of news and weather and adverts, 
all silenced in the span of a heartbeat. The dark 
was cold and tasted of metal. 

In some way the lights held the city together. 
The first power cut broke the city’s soul. Millions of 
people became “shut-ins,” refusing to leave their 
homes. A strangely Japanese response to trauma. 
The city was eerily empty, and | had to get out: 
soon there’d be no more food. 

My friend Kani, a crab fisherman and neo- 
Shinto pagan, took us in his boat down to Kochi, 
southern Shikoku island, and from there | made 
it to Yamashita-san's, who probably foresaw 
this years ago, practicing almost total food self- 
sufficiency since he came back from village India 
10 years ago. 

Just this afternoon, | was talking with Yamashita 
in the deep shade of his main room, overlooking 
the rice paddies he has spent years tending 
patiently. The floorboards are a shiny saddle brown 
- from years of people sitting there. 

Yamashita explains that he farms by the three 
principles of being lazy, being stingy and not being 
greedy. He says, "To he in the rice paddies is a 
great thing for your mind. You develop a feeling 


* microwave. That four hours you took creating | 
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of compassion, of sympathy, of love. It just 
happens naturally when you work with plants. 
They cause me to really think deeply." 

Out here, deep in the mountains, | feel a 
different relationship to time - we seem to һе 
in an endless present. “Think about eating 
a meal,” Yamashita says. “People got used 
to popping something in a microwave oven, 
ching! Done in one minute. But if you consider’ 
the time to till the soil, pull the weeds, harvest. | 
the vegetables, cut the vegetables, cook them), 
and serve them to a table - the process of 
getting food into your mouth might take four ， 
hours. What happened to that time? People 
are busy, busy, busy all the way up to that one 
minute before they throw that package into the 
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this meal however, is connected. The process} 
itself is life. Just popping something in the 
microwave, ching! That's not a life. | 
"| try to avoid doing things that cause harm; 
as in the Hindu doctrine of ahimsa, non- | 
harming. A lot of machines, though, did cause | 
harm — harm to people, harm to the Earth.” ! 
It's something to think about. - 
Andy Couturier 


b 
„8 
E 
‚б 
Ὦ 
Ξ 
2 
-8 


u ^ 


_.--The-sur-is shining, Tm lying y rear deck, shaded by a giant pine, drinking Home: ero 
apple juice. | love how the tables have turned. I'm happy because I'm not coming down off any ο) 
the perpetual highs that most'everyone's been riding for the past many years. Off the grid, | wasn't .., 
^ addicted to constant rush, the 24-hour news cycle, and constant email and text messages. | didn't 
miss primetime TV or the surrogate emotions of the big screen. Genuinely hooked on nature, I'm not 
-- withdrawing from any of the toxic psychiatric meds. Nor am | scrambling to keep caffeine and nicotine, 
coursing through my body. Last week when | took a trip to the city, | saw a whole society unable to ae 
maintain its multi-sensory dependencies. Perhaps the masses will shake off their addictions and 
realize just how indulgent, wired and hoodwinked they have become. Maybe then we can get back to 
being nice to each other. Either way, I'm happy. DIS 
Ellen Harding 
Chilliwack, BC 





Grandma died today. Her 
epileptic seizure, but yeah, it was f 
it's like to be on meds right now — 


Geezes! 


Between the depression pill 


so rapidly, we'll all b Selves! Evolution's kieki 
Besides, if there ον γη crie e e 


pills ran out two weeks ago. Technicail; 


ly she died of a 


Tom the withdrawal. | can’t aven imagine wh 
«it's like knowing exactly when you're ony to de 


suicides. and the critical Care patients dropping off 
g in ónce again big time. 


қ natural seiecti "d be; 
We'd have less food, dam itt (God, Pere “here de iore of us around and 


қ re eara that a Chicago 

nd a few days ago | was out уй 4 i 

a mot sarn a amas ran to find some batteri 
Found a soda сап, | 

Man, | wish lhad a wc 


Dear Editors, 

Before the crash | was a psychologist. 
Given the excruciating demands for 
survival now, private practice has turned 
into public practice — what else is there 
to do but pitch in? 

Beyond the necessity of developing 
workable food and sanitation systems, 
Vd say our most pressing problem is 
psychological. When people's belief in 
immunity from catastrophe is stripped, 
the first reaction is to look to the outside 
world for help; the realization that none 
is coming can catalyze unbearable 
abandonment. And with it, anger at God. 
Paralyzing grief. The revival of childhood 
separation anxieties. Numbing: Panic. 
Preoccupation with death. And, for 
some, total breakdown. Thankfully, the 
breakdowns have been rolling, touching | 
in on diffegent families like a random 
plague. In.the beginning many of the 
older and dlrqady-sick folks died, 1 
préSume, fromfright. lost my father. 
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(Go © ше, I'm horrible these days.) 
hospital was raided by a gang for [red vaccines. 

1 atteries and saw down the road. 
getting one of its rare shipments. It was like i 


heard the thud wh i 
soda. Damn caffeine cravings. en the truck flipped over, 


Carly Takano 


I've been working round the clock. 
Last moon | finally got beyond seat- 
of-the-pants emergency response 
and set up a network of “psychic 
nurses.” We now have a cadre of 89 
serving our community of 15,000, 
their skills varying from pastoral 
counseling and Twelve Steps to 
“being a mother.” 

1 keep ruminating about how it 
must have been for our ancestors in 


νε noticed that the crazies in 
my neighborhood seem to be 
making a comeback, | think 
ШЕ much more in tune 
with what's going on than we 


the Ice Age when — like us, against 
all odds - everyone was challenged 
to make survival happen. We are 


are. Not only are they more. 
conversational, they re also in 
damn good spirits. It’s a mad 


world, and they're at home in 
it — at least that's my theory. 
Testing it this morning, | asked 
Dmitri, one of the craziest, 
what he thought of the crash. 
Я x “What aja mean, crash?” he 
said, as he reached down his 
pants and adjusted as 
parts. Then he added, “All is 
well ended, if the suit be won.” 
Khalil Abid 


struggling to make it work. _ 
Sincerely, Dr. Sasha White, 
Chimayo, NM 
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You can't pat money, but dogs taste like chicken. Or is eating 
cheating? {I check my solar stills, 10 clear plastic bags of leaves 
basking іп the sun, each semi-filled with air, a little pooling 

rocK near the opening. | think I've sucked them dry. | see 
"people drinking out of puddles on the street then spewing for 
days. Silly humans. 

So/many gunshots whizzing past your head: But | can see 
everything. They don't know where I’m hiding. Here he comes, 
thirsty, running wildly, eyes bugging out of hisihead, covered in 
Snot and puke. | have to get out of here. Are you coming? 

É “rent Nagel 





The Black Plague, Dresden, Hiroshima, the 
Holocaust, Rwanda, S11.1 — the warning signals 

go back a thousand years. But we didn’t listen. 

биг roads started to clog up and oil grew scarce and 
the blackouts began, and terrorism escalated, and 
the gulf between the rich and poor got wider and 
wider, and the weather kept lurching out of control, 
and species went extinct by the dozen every day. 

And still we didn't listen. It took $11.2 and a global 
collapse that may last lifetimes to wake us up. 

You had enough reality yet? Let's take a trip 
down memory lane — a mad journey into humanity's 
sadistic, free-for-all, snuff-em-before-they-snuff- 
you rush our. demise. y 
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LA DANSE MACABRE - 
AGES AND STATIONS | 


INDISCRIMINATING DEATH LEADS PEOPLE OF ALL 
IN LIFE IN A DANCING SOJOURN TO THE GRAVE, 











Many would say that | have lived, 
Yet all | ΜῊΝ seen of life 

as as | died: 
ue Sky, a Cloud and a Tree. 
Yet it was enough, and l'know 
That though that was the End, 
And the Beginning, That 
It was enough to last forever, 
And now | know, and will 
Always Know, | 
That life is beautiful. 


The irony of the situation did not escape him: Nor did the reality. Yet despite his 
condition he could not help the joy that crept timidly through his body. It had been a 
life of horror and screams, frustration without respite. Not even in his dreams could һе 
escape reality. Not even in reality could he escape his dreams. Yet now he felt joy. 

It was an odd contrast. His body sagged sadly; it wept as the sun bled him dry. е 

A smile tugged at the edge of his mouth. He licked his lips so they wouldn't crack 
when the smile finally came; saliva filled the dry, sun-dug fissures. It had been a long 
time coming. He wouldn't rush it now. His eyes traced the landscape in front of him, 
from his high pérch, and savored the scene below. The city's many citizens clawed their 
way through the crowds; intent on coming out on top, like rats in a sinking ship. 

The tedium of everyday was no longer his concern. . 

The smile finally came, pushed up from deep within by a rush of laughter. Laughter 
so harsh it surprised him as it echoed down the valley, finally shattering upon the walls 
οἱ the city, He had not laughed іп a long time. He now knew why; it grated his throat. 
Yet there was pleasure in it, pleasure in its defiance; defiance in its pleasure. If they 
looked for misery, they would not find it in him. He would not feed their insatiable 
bloodlust, appear the criminal and justify their fervent desire for death and torture. He 
would continue laughing, alone on the hill. And damn them, they will not steal this pain 
from me, not this pain that brings joy to my lips, warmth to a heart turned cold, This 
pain was real, sweet, a forgotten indulgence. His life had been a delirium of illusion, 
the pain of endless nightmares. 

The nightmare was over. All that remained of his pain was a throbbing numbness 
that spread through him, as if the blood wished to burst his veins. He looked up. The 
sky was an impossible blue; its white sentinels passed through it, great white whales 9 
swimming an ocean that gently disappeared over the shores of the horizon. The tree on 
his left provided an amazingly verdant green, contrasting the blue of the sky. Every color 
became terribly rich, as if the world had been shaded with pastels. The beauty was not 
lost on him, though beauty was a queer thing to him now; it was unfamiliar, as if it did 
not belong in the realm of his consciousness. He watched the sky; the smile still spread 
across his lips, occasional gouts of laughter pouring from his mouth. 

His skin seemed to be made of leather, stretched thinly across his body, nearly 
translucent. He marveled at the veins in his arms, his life passing through them beat 
by unforgettable beat. A small pang of regret stabbed through him, yet it was quickly 
washed away by a tide of memory. A myriad of memories; yet he fixed upon none, each 
memory more terrible than the last. To linger on a moment of the past would bring about 
the destruction of the present, denying him the beauty that comforted him at his end. 
Memory would replace it with a vision of countless horrors. He would slip into а past so 
desolate and hopeless, a past unfit for love or tears, that any beauty he perceived would 
morph into nightmare. The white, shifting walls of memory would confine him, force him 
to bear witness to a past that would not die; a past that had played itself out yet sought 
to be born again; a past that waited in the shadows to be set free. | am free of you. No 
one bears witness to you now. | know what you are, memory, and you serve no purpose 
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AND | LOOKED, AND BEHOLD A 

PALE HORSE: AND HIS NAME THAT 

БАТ ON HIM WAS DEATH, AND HELL 

FOLLOWED WITH HIM. AND POWER - 
WAS GIVEN UNTO THEM OVER 

THE FOURTH PART OF THE EARTH, 

TO KILL WITH SWORD, AND WITH 

HUNGER, AND WITH DEATH, AND 

WITH THE BEASTS OF THE EARTH. 

REVELATION 6:8 


but pain. In the face of such memofy, regret of leaving this world behind was violently crushed 
like a rabbit in the jaws of ἃ wolf. 

Like a scarecrow he waited upón the hill. His hair was turning to straw under the sun's steady 
gaze. How long had he been on this hill? And how long had that crow been perched on his 
shoulder? He had not felt the'bird alight, nor had he heard its approach. It observed him warily, 
yet quizzically, perhaps to determine whether he was an effigial guardian of the land, or in some 
cunning trick to trap him. The bird continued to watch him, now and then shifting its position 
on his arm. It looked to him as if it were dancing. Dancing crow. If | could dance now, dark 
Crow, I'd happily join you, to disdain my past, and my present. He had never danced in his life. 
With that thought, the crow crowed. It sounded as if it had said Time! 

Yes Crow, it enslaves us all. 

Time! It said again. And with a final shuffle, it lunged at his left eye with its sharp beak, and 
tore it out cleanly, mimicking the sound of a boot pulling away from deep mud. His first reaction 
was to scream, yet it had happened so quickly that surprise took him first, stunning him into 
shock. He just watched as the crow remained perched on his shoulder. Three eyes stared back 
at him. 

The crow's purpose seemingly finished, it turned its head as if listening to some distant song, 
and flew off into the sky. The day is no longer so bright with only one eye. He envied the crow. 
Envied its flight into the sky. Envied its freedom. Envied its life. It was no matter now though. 
Death would take him soon, and he would have his freedom, if not his life. 

A distant shape entered his diminished field of vision. It appeared to be a white bird, winging 
its way through the sky. Directly towards him. It was a Dove, its feathers as white as the clouds 


overhead, its eyes as blue as the sky. It finally perched upon his left shoulder, its feet gently 
gripping his skin. He had trouble seeing it. He turned his head as far as he could, only 

able to get its head and a bit of its neck into his right, remaining field of vision. It looked 

at him, and closed its right eye. Curious bird. You are the second to land on a shoulder of 
mine today, did you know that? Did you know that | have never before had a bird land on my 
shoulder, yet today each shoulder has felt thé grip of your kind's small feet? 

Soon, the dove cooed. 

Ah, you too can speak. Two talking birds mock my death with the foul reminder of Time. 
Do you serve the same master as your butcher brother? Has the crow plucked your master’s 
eyes as well, blinding him to the nature of his two messengers? You with the sky in your 
eyes and the clouds on your back, you are not so foul, are you? 15 your purpose that of your 
black brother? 

Soon, it cooed again. 

Damn you, but it shall not be soon! You are nothing but winged rats, playing at prophecy, 
doling out fate as if it were cheap pleasure at a whorish bar! Carry your disease somewhere 
else; my time will end, but without Time's harbingers calling me on, forcing mg forward! 

As his last thoughts — or were they words? -- echoed through his head, the lunged 
for his right eye, skewering it, and yanking it out. Blood fountained from the fnangled 
socket, staining the dirt beneath him. He screamed then. He screamed for the left eye for 
which he had not yet screamed, and for the fresh pain of his right. He screamed for the 
loss of the Clouds, the Sky and a Tree. He screamed as Memory, no longer trapped behind 
the imposing walls of reality, crept out of the shadows, a silent assassin, And set about to 
murder Consciousness, plummeting him into the depths of his mind where darker things 
beckoned with outstretched arms. With a final effort, a final struggle out of the fog, he 
whipped his head to the left, and bit into the dove with all of his force. Bones cracked 
between his teeth; blood gushed into his mouth, drowning him in its Merciful flood. 

His body remained on the hill, firmly attached to its perch. Much,time had passed since 
breath had entered his lungs. The dove remained in his mouth, its blood still dripping, 
falling to the dirt to mingle with that of the crucified body. From a distance it looked as 
if he might be weeping, as the blood from his destroyed eyes trickled-down his cheeks. 
Infection bred where the nails entered his hands and feet. It had been spreading, The Sky 
remained a brilliant blue, its clouds still floated lazily beneath it. The tree's leaves still 
rustled in the breeze. The world still turned, the mob still broiled іп the streets. There was 
nothing to mark his passing. У 


Where shall һе 20, Bram Wigzell 
Heaven or Hell? == 
The Devil doth Laugh, 


od Doth Yell. 
mo Metis still rages, 
The Great Ebb and Flow, 
What shall he choose, 
А dove or a Crow: 


THE LATIN PHRASE “MEMENTO 
MORI” (REMEMBER THAT YOU MUST 
DIE) DESCRIBED A GENRE OF ART 
— OFTEN DEPICTING SKELETONS, 
CADAVERS, AND ΤΗΕ ARCHETYPAL 
GRIM REAPER - THAT SERVED AS A 
PARTICULARLY TIMELY REMINDER ІМ 
THE ERA OF THE BLACK DEATH, 
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NE p A SUDDEN APPEARANCE OUT OF THE SEA OF A RACE OF AMPHIBIOUS 
MONSTERS, CAPABLE OF SWEEPING MEN OUT OF EXISTENCE. 
HERBERT C. FYFE, HOW WILL THE WORLD END? (1900) 
9 1 








ORSON WELLES’ RADIO ADAPTATION OF H.G. WELLS’ WAR OF THE WORLDS 
TERRIFIED LISTENERS WHO BELIEVED THEY WERE ACTUALLY BEING INVADED 
BY MARTIANS. GEORGE PAL TOOK THE STORY TO THE BIG SCREEN IN 1953. 





IOTH THAT POWERED THE UPPER CITY IN 
DEVOURED THE CITY'S UNDERCLASS, 
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THE FOUR HORSEMEN OF THE 
APOCALYPSE APPEAR WHEN JESUS 
— IN THE FORM OF A LAMB - BREAKS 
THE FIRST FOUR OF SEVEN SEALS. 
THE OPENING OF EACH SEAL 
UNLEASHES A DIFFERENT COLORED 
HORSE; WHITE FOR CONQUEST, 
RED FOR WAR, BLACK FOR FAMINE 
AND PALE FOR DEATH. SERGE! 
EISENSTEIN'S OCTOBER (1928) i 
USED THE IMAGE OF THE WHITE 
HORSE IN THE SKY TO CONVEY A 
SENSE OF CHAOS. REX INGRAM'S 
THE FOUR HORSEMEN OF THE 
APOCALYPSE (1921) WARNS OF 
THE COMING RIDERS. 
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JACKSON POLLOCK, NUMBER 1Α (1948) 


2 | | is e flight from natare 





BUT ALAS, [THE] М 
START TO PAINT A NUDE ... 
(T CHANGES AND ALL OF A SUDPEN EY NORE KNOWING AND UTTERLY,- 
OVER... ES 
GRIM DE IS LEADING ME ON. - GEORGE GROSZ, PEOPLE IN A : 2 
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A BRIEF HISTORY OF МІНІ? 


2 Once there was nothing. But sooner or later 
something had to happen, so it did. The something 
had no idea what ¡t was. Large or small? There or 
not there? Positive or not positive? Out or in? The 
something had no idea but expanded to satisfy all 

ας possible answers. 


GEORGE GROSZ / SOCRAC 


MISCH KOHN/SODRAC. 


‚And-from this sea of chaos, our universe 
was born, 

In all things stand all things. All is 
one, all is many. The universe is singular 
— a sole unit, yet composed of endless 
singular units, in turn buil®up from 
‘sprawling communities and infinite 
networks of singular units. In each of these 
stands understanding of the whole, just as 
one drop of blood contains the blueprint 
for a human. 

As generation after generation of 
subatomic particles built elements and 
chemicals of ever. increasing complexity, 
and as generation after generation of 
chemicals spawned self-replicating 
networks that gave birth to amino acids,, 
chromosomes, unicellular bacteria, 
micro-organisms, algae and plants, each 
singular autonomous system progressed to 
a more complex form. A form with higher 


sensitivity, the ability to express and define, 


the will to remember and record. With each 
new generation of autonomous systems, 
some ended in positions where their design 
inhibited them in their habitat, resulting 
in failure and extinction; others ended in 
positions where they were getting as much 
from the environment as they could hope 
to, resulting in stasis and equilibrium; 
while others still were offered a cushion of 
receptiveness, a position of advantage and 
security that allowed for growth far beyond 
competitor species. 

The brain, vital organ of the hunter and 
the hunted, began to grow considerably 
in size among the primates who spent 
their days in sex, leaping through forests, 
eating fruit, using tools, grooming each 
other, battling for food and competing 
for mates. As the brain grew in size, so 
too did the infant need to be born earlier 
in development to allow for a big head 
to pass through the cervix. The longer 
development period of the infant created a 
greater need for a social system to protect 
the child during its most vulnerable period. 
Early communities formed from little more 
impetus than the need to pool resources 


~ during the 10 to 13 years of supervision 


a child in a competitive environment would 
need. 

During this period of protected growth 
where the harsh realities of fighting, 





DEATH RIDES ON A COAL-BLACK HORSE 
HE WEARS AN INVISIBLE CAP 

DEATH CAN STEP ALONG SMILING WITH THE DANCERS, 
HE DRUMS HARD AND HE DRUMS SOFT. 

DIE, DIE, DIE YOU MUST. 

MISCH KOHN, DEATH RIDES AS A BLACK HORSE (1949) 





SERIES, DIE APOCALYPSE UNSERER ZEIT (1940-44 








FROM FRANS MASEREEL'S 








.. "ERANS MASEREEL / SODRAC 


hunting, defence, and mating are 
subdued, the child develops both 
intuition and sensitivity. In combination, 
these tools allow for applied wisdom to 
better protect, feed, heat, clothe, heal 
and shelter the community. And with 
each new soul born forth, the inevitable 
question that started our history returns: 
What am 1? 

The alpha male, protected for so 
long as communal leader by force and 
size alone must now contend with 
doubt among its thinking followers. 
(What am I, and am | 
equal to this leader?). 

In early Mediterranean 
civilizations, the male turns 
in two directions - one to 
the answer of faith, that 

of religion; and the other, 
later, to science, to geometry 
and the stars. And invariably religion is 
chosen, for it is more easily corrupted 
and used to justify the position of 

the leader. , 

But between 400 and 600 BC Lao Tzu 
and Buddha іп the East and Socrates іп 
the West:concluded massive and almost 
comprehensive explanations of the 
nature of the universe and successful 
living. Yet while these explanations 
from the two foundation stones of global 
philosophy share remarkable similarities 
and agree on all but that which differs 
because of the authors’ respective 
backgrounds, it was not until the 
twentieth century that Carl Jung began 
to bridge the two banks. For the 2,600 
years in between, humans expended a 
painfully large amount of thought, time 
and blood following ideas categorically, 





startlingly out of tune with reality. 

History is only beginning to reveal the 
size of the thought revolution begun in the 
mid-nineteenth century and concluded 
toward the start of the Cold War. Perhaps 
ignited by the Industrial Revolution which 
had brought great change to imperial 
Britain's social makeup, an avalanche of 
revolution and re-evaluation was about 
to begin. Darwin produced The Origin 


FINALLY, F^MOUSILY, 
WE WERE TOLD THAT 
GOD IS DEAD. 


of Species, introducing a meme that 
thrashed the bedrock of the Semitic 
religions and told us that we all come from 
the same source. Marx, who dedicated 

Das Kapital to. Darwin, followed with 

the instruction that we are all equal and 
Should be treated as such. Pankhurst and 
followers planted the seeds of equality 

of the sexes, while ‘flappers’ like Dorothy 
Parker in the US championed a rare new 
breed of independent woman. Nietzsche, 
also affected by Darwin, declared that 
religion, politics and science are largely 
meaningless in comparison to the purpose 
of living fully and nobly. Einstein, by his 
20s, had taught us that space and time 
were interdependent and non-constant. 
Helped by Einstein, European scientists 
from Planck to Bohr begin to study the 
nature of the highly irrational subatomic 
world where experiments are affected by 
intent, and discrete objects can affect each 
other instantaneously across space-time. 
Freud, admirer of Nietzsche, began to bring 
together a new science of the mind, and 
through rebel disciples Melanie Klein and 
Carl Jung, illustrated the 'self' and 

its pitfalls. 


So before the blue touch paper 
wass lit on the First World War, the 
fundamentals of science, religion and 
politics had been questioned on a scale 
never before seen. First we learned man 
is not a descendant of God, second 
that some parts of this universe are 
impossible to see with certainty. We 
were told that time is as fluid as space, 
and to prepare for revolution and justice 
for the worker. If not confused enough, 
we learned that we can't even be sure 
of our own mind because it could be 
nursing traumas and deceits from our 
childhood. Finally, famously, we were 
told that God is dead. 

In the midst of this 
thick soup of confused 
and contradictory ideas, a 
cultural revolution set forth. 
Dostoevsky took the novel to 
dizzying heights, followed 
with literary revolutions from 
Joyce, Kafka, TS Elliot and 
Beckett. Eisenstein, Griffith and Làng 
jumpstarted cinema, showing people 
worlds they had never seen or dreamed 
of, Ellington and Basie began to ignite 
interracial enjoyment of music in US 
cities with the explosion of jazz, which 
in turn gave birth to pop, rock and hip. 
hop. Picasso and cohorts kicked the 
art world from learned expressionism to 
unbridled expression. Unfettered, the 
cultural palette burst wide open - the 
range of potential expression rapidly 
expanded far wider than ever before. 

Then came the rise of fascism 
and Stalinism, the death of tens of 
millions, the suffering of hundreds of 
millions, the Holocaust, the H-bomb, 
McCarthyism, the Cold War. Humanity 
has never caused so much destruction 
in so short a period. Science, morality 
and politics take a headfirst dive. 

Nick Wistreich 








Sugar Blossom, % PRA 

Been thinking about you a lot the last month; Remember that old commercial, “Can you 
hear me now?” It’s been Tepeating in my head, reminding me of all those crazy conversations. 
we used to have, San Fráncisco to-New York, New York to San Francisco: The last of the 
mindworms | guess. Something's: got to combat the quiet: Who'd have thought quiet was 
something you'd have tó combat? It's been about a month since | heard a human voice. 

Last time was when Gregory was up here for honey and that batch of Τ 8] I've been messing 
with. Everyone back in the city’s been clamoring for something sweet, not to mention alcohol. 
He brought up a whole set of knives, and about 10 Ibs of salmon jerky. Bees have been doing 
well; they seem to thrive in the cold wet, and they love all the blooming wild flowers. 1almost 
never get stung anymore: Grudging acceptance, | guess. More memories of you how long did 
it take before you'd finally consent to that first date? Back then tong distance didn't seem like 
such an obstacle. What do the French say? C'est la vie. Guess | should wrap this up. Still got 
to go check the traps; and weed, and you know how much | love weeding. Thanks for the last 
packet of letters. \'m glad to hear that your family is doing well: | can't believe how much 

| miss your VOICE teasing me. 


кетед 


Your Honey Man 
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JOSEPH BEUYS 


1n а:1974 performance, Joseph Beuys struck a haunting 
pose. As a.coyote circled him in a gallery, he gathered 
insulating felt around him to create a conical fortress, 
his body hidden entirely from view. From the top of 

this impromptu teepee, a shepherd's crook rose like a 
spire — part mountaintop guru, part signal tower. But, 
as in all of his enigmatic work, what he was signaling 
isn't altogether clear. As his three-day performance 
continued, a wordless dialogue with the animal ensued 
as Beuys sought to locate “the psychological trauma 
point of the United States’ energy.constellation” 

— that is, the fracture between animal instinct and a 
mechanistic, consumptive Western worldview. As man 
and beast became acquainted, roles reversed: Beuys 
began sleeping on the coyote's straw bedding, while the 
coyote took to pissing on “the daily diary of the American 
Dream,” The Wall Street Journal (marking turf, or 
making a briny critique of American materialism?). 

How can we make sense of the work's title, Coyote: 

"I Like America and America Likes Me,” or the fact that 
the coyote is the second most adaptable mammal on 
earth, an evolutionary survivor? Whatever his intention, 
Beuys’ work — actions, sculptures, and paintings carried 


IN HIS RITUALISTIC 1965 PERFORMANCE V 3 
HOW TO EXPLAIN PICTURES TO A DEAD Ν 4 
HARE, GERMAN ARTIST JOSEPH BEUYS 

ANOINTED HIS HEAD WITH HONEY AND 

GOLD LEAF - ONE SUBSTANCE SUGGESTING 

MYTH, THE OTHER ALCHEMY - AND 

WANDERED THROUGHOUT A GALLERY 

CRADLING A DEAD RABBIT IN HIS ARMS. 

TENDERLY EXPLAINING HIS DRAWING 

TECHNIQUE TO THE LIFELESS ANIMAL, 

HE WAS, AS ONE CRITIC PUT IT, MAKING 

"A COMMENT ON THE LACK OF AWARENESS 

IN A DEAD SOCIETY." 


FROM JOSEPH BEUYS' 1974 PERFORMANCE 
COYOTE: “1 LIKE AMERICA AND AMERICA 
LIKES ME” 






















out on a continuum of activism and shamanism — 
may have more to say to us now than it did when he 
created it in the late twentieth century. 

Beuys deeply believed that ours was a traumatized 
society. The social body was psychologically and 
psychically wounded and Beuys, a medical student 
before he began making art, had a treatment plan. His 
performances were part of his work as a mystic medic, 
and his healing rituals seem to have risen from his 
experiences in World War II. As a fighter pilot, he was 
shot down over the Crimea and, risking frostbite and 
death, was rescued by nomadic Tartars who healed him 
by rubbing his body with animal fat and wrapping him in 
felt. While these two materials appear in Beuys' work, 
the experience permeated his art philosophically as 
well: just as the body, aided by a protective skin of lard 
and felt, is innately equipped to heal itself, so is society; 
we already possess mystical powers for individual and 
cultural healing. He seemed to be saying our future 
hinges on our-ability to activate these dormant forces 
that reside within us. Is it too late to heed this shaman's 
call and summon our powers to survive? 


Paul Schmelzer 
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| lie with you and think of the contours of your muscles, the softness of your underarms. 
| think of your knotted hair and the baby curls that fight through it, the way your laugh 
reminds me of limes and sugar cane, and of the last joke you told me. 

1 don't think of what car you drive, what suit you wear to work in the morning, your 
earning potential or the way you sound on your answering machine. There is no car to 
drive, no office to go to, no business meeting, and no voicemail or call waiting. 

You have strong hands that blister and heal - a carpenter's hands that have built us 
shelter. You sing and drum on hollowed out stumps. You tell me stories in the firelight, 
skin rabbits and spear fish from the river. 

1 love that you lie with me and think of the depth in my eyes, the scars on my knees from 
falling on gravel. You think of my face and how it glows after months without make-up, 
the way my eyes catch the light of the sun, and of the last joke 1 told you. 

You don’t think of how short my skirt is, how lacy my bra is, the color of my nail polish 
or how many lunch dates | made this week. There is no shit to wear; по restaurants to 
he seen in. 1 l 3 

ER 1 | really love that. 
Stephanie Harris 
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Look for the mark of the beast. watch tor 
an unfolding series of events: war and famine, disease and 
earthquakes, other heavenly signs. Beware the false prophet. When 

“asteroids hit the Earth and the water turns to blood, the end times 

have come. 
The signs were there all along but we were looking elsewhere. 

一 -Rates of depression and schizophrenia were notably higher every 
generation since the Second World War. Researchers showed that the 
more immigrant populations gave up their traditional cultures and 
adopted western consumer culture, the more psychologically sick 
they became. And the more glossy images and ads girls saw, the 
more likely they were to be anorexic, We knew something was amiss. 
But even now, we don't see straight. 

The continual decline in our well-being reflected a plundering 
of the mental environment. That much was appreciated by some. 

But the decline in well-being was borne of something deeper 

— something so transparent it went unseen: economic progress 
had become unhinged from human progress, and as a result it had 
become part of the driving force in our own self-destruction, 

As human gains were reduced to capital gains, wealth became a 
slow-acting poison, We were not all screwed in the same way, and 
not all were equally screwed up, but as is now clear, we were all 
screwed eventually. 

But why did the system go unhinged? Was it just a bad run of 
history, or was it something built into our own human nature? 

Was it, in other words, something in our brains? 

It doesn't help that the brain's most useful quality turns out to 
be its most perilous: its utter adaptability. Busy re-ordering reality 
to serve ourselves, we failed to consider that, in creating a new 
human ecology, we would also create new human beings. Having not 
changed in 35,000 years, the brain remains remarkably equipped for 
adapting to almost any world. The problem arrived when we adapted 
to an evolving world that was not just abusive but downright 
contrary to our mental health. 

From birth if not before, technological society delivered us an 
endless succession of mental insults, which began with its heavy 
diet of electrical brain stimulation — TV, video games, internet, 
Movies, etc. Fewer kids played outside, they plugged-in inside, short- 
circuiting their social development. Then along came the millions 
of stories and images telling us what we should want and how 
we should feel. When we didn't feel this way — because perpetual 
happiness is a myth hatched on Madison Avenue — we were told 
over and over again that if we only buy this car or that TV we would 


feel better. When this still didn't work, the medical-pharmaceutical ‘ 
industry showed up, ready to battle our minds with chronic drugs. “ 

So harried were we that we never stopped to wonder what we were > 
becoming. The technology of spoken language thousands of years 
ago was useful and powerful, creating myth and greatly accelerating 
culture. The first technologies of media that followed were even more | 
powerful, transforming the mind with their transporting narratives. | 
Then came scientific knowledge, which extracted humanity from 
nature and melded us to the machine. How these external changes | | 
remade us across the centuries had hardly ever been considered. u ! 

Part of the problem is that we had so little collective intelligence. 
Technological progress, control of nature and societal complexity | 
are all signs of human intelligence, but they are not inherent goods. 

Human brain power allows people to learn vast amounts and pass | 
that knowledge on to the next generation, but time and again, this 
has led to worlds crashing down. Simply put, intelligence does not 
by itself solve the problem of what we should do with it, and for 

a simple reason: individual intelligence and collective, societal 
intelligence are two very different things. Failing to realize this, the 
Successive achievements of individuals and groups have always 
culminated in a collective blindness. This is the individual bias of 
the human brain: we are egocentric beings, working from the bottom 
up instead of the top down. Enlightened, individual self-interest 
does not serve anyone in the end because it fails to take us beyond 
the individual, to put collective self-interest in its place. 

Related to this is a another bias of the brain: short temporal 
horizons. In making decisions and choices, the brain is motivated 
toward short-term payoffs, discounting their long-term cost. Before 
the crash, you might have thought you were serving a grand, 
democratic master plan. In fact, you were really acting out the tiny, 
self-serving choices of your own local life, adapted to fit within the 
system. When cultural evolution was slow, collective intelligence was 
greater, although it hardly mattered. As it began to leap forward, 
however, the human tendency to build complexity bit by bit began 
to wreak havoc, from famine and wars to traffic jams and pollution 
to first and third worlds. All signs of the apocalypse. Automation, 
jet planes, microcomputers, biotechnology and global markets are 
all unintended outcomes of earlier technologies. They are not the 
product of socially agreed-upon end points. Nobody ever voted for 
nuclear bombs, yet suddenly people found they had to live with 
them. And here is something most surprising: one hardly ever plans 
a project that has no defined end; yet the human cultural project, 
lacking a collective intelligence, has repeatedly unfolded with this 
exact feature at its core. No worries, we told ourselves, as history | | 


repeated itself. | 
Richard DeGrandpre 


FAKE CULTURE 


Our down-time in the world of 
turbocapitalism was precious and fleeting. 
We had come to expect stage-managed 
spectacle and perfection. No shocks or 
deviations could be tolerated, nor would 
they be. In April 2003 rock band Creed 

was taken to court by fans in Chicago for 
delivering a below-par performance. It seems 
singer Scott Stapp was too wasted to sing / 
properly: a rock star was being sued for 
acting like a rock star. 

In early 2004, an online petition called 
for Britney Spears not to lip-sync on her 
upcoming Onyx Hotel tour (the petition 
failed). Around the same time, Janet 
Jackson had a breast exposed by Justin 
Timberlake in a genuinely pre-fabricated 
publicity stunt. Too little, too late: Jackson's 
was the wardrobe malfunction heard around 
the world; no such acts of spontaneous 
rock'n'roll behavior would make it onto the 
world's screens again. Across the Atlantic, 
the flashmob phenomenon was hijacked 
by a brace of young British guitar bands. 
They sought to recreate the punk ethos by 
staging "guerrilla gigs" on subway trains and 
bar roofs; they ensured a good turnout for 
their impromptu acts of rebellion by telling 
everyone about them first. 

How did we get there? The diminishing 
importance of the real began when Saddam 
Hussein invaded Kuwait in the summer of 
1990, setting in train the first postmodern 
war, reinvented as entertainment. Didn't that 
tracer fire look cool on CNN? It may have 
entered our living rooms but the realities of 
battle were never further away. War wasn't 
hell, it was a route to higher ratings. 

The technology that let ‘us’ fight wars 
ever more safely bled into mass market 





entertainment. Computer games became 
more lifelike, to the extent that Lara Croft 
> the implausibly-chested digital fantasy 
бї an English bedroom geek - became a 
multi-platform global icon, with two films 
behind, “her.” That particular cultural loop 
was closed when the US military began 
collaborating with private-sector games 
manufacturers to train its soldiers in urban 
warfare -- and games designers went to 
work for the military. 

The virus spread. Music became 
downloadable and thereby form-free. 
With the iPod boom, CDs, much less vinyl, 
became a quaint archaeological artifact. 
Cue a new generation of kids who thought 
musical art just existed, and for free. 
The disconnect from the performer was 
complete. Music, per se, couldn't be real; 
it came in a box and you couldn't touch it. 

Into this vacuum, nostalgia stepped 
in as the perennial default option, just 
as Baudrillard said it would. Old art 
= film and music, dead.talents and 
underappreciated cults -- was repackaged 
and reissued. Often a spurious anniversary 
would be reason enough to re-sell’ us 
something, on an ‘improved’ format, often 
with the ‘bonus’ of outtakes that wefen't 
good enough for release first time round. 
The implication behind these Directors, 
Cut/Collectors' Edition packages was th: 
they were more real than the original. 

The explosion in cable channels, and 





the growth of cheap-and-easy ‘reality 

ТУ” heralded a new coarsened culture of 
celebrity based on media exposure, rather 
than talent. If anyone could be famous, 
then everyone could taste the riches of 
‘fame’ — and glamor for its own sake 
became the new iconography, 

The mass media was reduced to gorging 
оп snacks. Gossip and style, the currency 
of the manifold celebrity mags, formed 
the new Esperanto. Paparazzi shots - 
those stolen totems of celebrity reality 
- became the dominant media currency. 
The surreal lives of the rich and famous 
became the water-cooler staple, the tacky 
glue holding together an atomized society, 
one broken down by the dominant tropes 
of the late twentieth century: individualism 
and materialism. 

Such icons were impossible archetypes. 
They looked too good to be true, But if 
they cracked your self-image, Botox was on 
hand as psychological Polyfilla. After all, 
to become old was to face your own 
mortality. In the era of life-extending 
drugs, ever-healthier GM food, thé physical 
and mental perfection promised by the 
personal trainer and the therapist's couch, 
the ravages of time had to be resisted. 
Nature, as real as things get, needed to be 
faced, tackled and bent to our will. 

Meaningless celebrity, not meaningful 
art, had become an end in itself. Our 
emotional responses -- having been 
endlessly, repeatedly tickled and teased 
by bigger, better, faster, louder, prettier 
thrills - ended up cauterized and numb. 

Our nerve endings duly shot, our 
disconnection from the real was complete. 
The great rock'n'roll culture swindle meant 
pop truly, finally, ate itself. We were left 
with nothing but the hollow clang of 
empty spectacle. 

Craig McLean 
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Remember how distinct the mental and physical realms of our lives used to 
be? Exercise, work. Think, play. Read, run. Always a dichotomy, and always 
eating away at each other. Too much work, not enough time to exercise. Too 
much running around, no time to think. Constant complaints of a successful 
life. Now, my mental and physical energies are focused on the same goal: 
living. 1 don't need to fill my head with news or fiction. I Certainly don’t need 
to work my body. Life isn’t always easy. In fact, at times it's damn arduous, 
but | feel surprisingly liberated. 

The irony is that freedom was always sold as the ultimate goal. Disposable 
income, idleness, free time: these were the markers of success. A whole war, 
“Operation Iraqi Freedom,” even Paid tribute to the notion. In fact, the free 
market was built on the notion of unfettered self-interest. And because we 
Called it freedom, we believed it inherently good. 

The truth, and this is only obvious in hindsight, is that our system (in 
retrospect it doesn’t seem like a society) held freedom in the highest regard 
while at the same time squashing it at every turn. Freedom and success 
might have been synonymous, but only because we'd redefined them. 

Eating, drinking, and sleeping - even sex — had become chores to 
be disposed of as efficiently as possible. By trying desperately to free 
ourselves from the “drudgery” of life, to Separate ourselves from the beasts, 
we managed to introduce an underlying sense of futility that sapped the 
meaning out of life. We opened up a giant void and then tried to fill it with 
entertainment and cars and houses and vacations, and in doing so we 
stifled ourselves: 

True freedom, | realize now, comes from embracing the basic needs of life. 
Fishing, chopping wood, gathering water: all acts that are motivated by needs 
and as such are inherently meaningful. It's simple truth, and one that | know 
I glimpsed on my trips into the wilderness. But they were always fleeting 
glimpses, like viewing a landscape through the window of a moving train. 
Well, the train has come to a screeching halt and our system is unraveling. 

I wonder how many others are discovering that life is not a Struggle to be 
free, but just a struggle to be. The irony is that by failing on a grand scale, 
we actually succeeded in reaching the ultimate goal - freedom. 

‚Kevin Arnold 








“After the Crash, when money started to lose its Worth, Hook all the 
pa thd and bought as much cigarettes as] could, 20 cartons oF 
them. T thought that if I smoked one cigarette a day Tid have enough 

“for 11. years cr so. ГІСІ figured, Lcould produce myown 

igarettes from tobacco plants. 
ces cigarettes So very much {hatî wouldn’teven trade one for” 
a banana, which ı5 the most prized possession around these parts, 
Tnow only have three cigarettes (eft, my tobacco plants were stolen, 
sand Thave-nothing left ty barter for tobacco seeds. ТЕ уди, my iR 
reader, are a Tel low smoker, Tpray that Samt Mariboro takes care и 


your Soul. = Camela Negr 
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LOVE can be lost... romance ruined 
if you offend with perspiration odor. 
So stop it before it starts! 


DRYAD — Jergens new kind of deo- 
dorant actually stops the decaying 
action of bacteria...the chief cause of 
embarrassing perspiration odor... be- 
Jore it starts! 


Its complete deodorizing action keeps 
you sweet to love and adore. 


APPROVED by leading skin special- 
ists. Harmless to clothes. 


SMOOTH as face cream as long as it 
lasts. 104, 29, 59¢. 


Dryad 


stops perspiration odor 


before it starts 





Capitalism is a dead dog | 
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. ILOVE YOU 


The Guess Jeans billboard near my 
apartment, the one that made me gag in the 
mornings on my way to work, has now become 
a site for sexual catharsis. It's toppled, 
smashed and ripped apart. Both of Paris 
Hilton's suggestive eyes have big $$'s etched 
into them. And spray-painted across her 
tanned forehead: “You fucked the system!" 

The rage toward this lingering effigy of our 
fallen economy isn't directed at Paris, or even 
at Guess. More like years of needless sexual 
desire suddenly finding a violent release. 
Remember that old sex-infused economy? 
Those sultry body parts of celebrities that 
became more familiar than your own?. 
Remember your imaginary body? Breasts by 
Heidi Klum, butt by Gisele Bundchen, legs by. 
Paris Hilton, abs by Usher, fat wallet and fat 
lifestyle by Donald Trump. Sex was the magic 
manna energizing it all. 

But an economy that sold naughty 
fantasies doesn't completely explain why 
Paris' face has been on the receiving end of 
rocks and aerosol paint. For that, you need 
to ponder what we rarely questioned before 
the crash: what does it mean to construct an 
entire system of exchange on sex? 

After supply and demand were jettisoned 
as our economic axis, irrational desire fuelled 
by personal inadequacies and sold at Wal- 


Mart prices took over, This arousal machine 





sent out constant sexual shocks to keep us 
spending. Reduced to responding to sexual 
stimulation, corporations and consumers 
became pimps and johns. 

It wasn't іп the store where sex sold, 
it was in the mind. The purchase was the 
final moment of an intricate come-on. 

The product hardly mattered. If Brand X's 
toothpaste made teeth whiter, but Brand 
Y's had sex appeal, we bought Brand Y like 
horny sheep. Sexy ads replaced our natural 
understanding of love and beauty with 
unobtainable ideals that fed on our esteem. 
Sullen and depressed, we bought to feel 
the excitement and lust of the flesh 
surrounding us. 

When Maslow put the physiological 
requirements of food, water and sex at the 
base of his hierarchy of needs, he meant 
physical sex. But the physical wasn’t on 
offer in the virtual economy. It was all 
tease and no penetration. Marketers piqued 
base sexual appetites, yet never fed them. 
Still, numbed by television, repetitive jobs, 








and easy, thoughtless lives, sexual fantasy 
offered wild escape. We allowed ourselves to be 
swallowed whole into the cultural spectacle, 
and the further we slipped into the virtual, the 
less physical sex we had. 

The crash was both psychological and 
structural. Our ordering of desires over needs 
was sent into painful reversal. So many 
insulated lives full of needless desire were H 
abruptly exposed to a wilderness of real needs i 
— for food, water and shelter. In an instant, 
sexual fantasy was destroyed. Countless 
industries built upon the shrine of the flesh, 
from cars to fashion, music and entertainment, 
fell to dust along with it. And then the whole 
Structure buckled. We prayed our economic 
house could weather the shocks, but ultimately, 
the veil was off. A fantasy economy based on 
desire was meaningless when desire itself was 
an impossible fantasy. 

And so we revolt against the old signs of the. 
System, the steamy looks and pouted lips and 
buxom breasts of life in a secure little bubble. 

Paris Hilton represents everything that was 

wrong with the old economy, where few of us 

could accept that the sexy carrot at the end of 

the stick was not meant to be eaten. As George 

Gilder said, “Real poverty is less a state of ‘ 
income than a state of mind.” We destroyed the | 
Earth, and our souls, іп the process. That's what 
economics built on sex finally meant. 

Timothy Querengesser 




















Whatever you do, don't panic. The shock and stress you're feeling are normal and 
will pass. You cannot hope to survive in the new age if you don't first win the 
psychological battle, so start by putting your mental survival kit in order. In doing. 
so, it might help to think about the five stages people go through when facing death: 
denial, anger, bargaining, depression-and acceptance. You-are-not dying, but you are 
experiencing a kind of death. Thinking about these stages will provide a constant 
- reminder that your feelings of negativity are mot part of you, but ratherare part of 7 
your situation. 

The death of our old “normal” means adjusting to а new normal, but this can't 





happen if you're still in denial. You might be saying to yourself “I can't believe it.” But. 


remember these changes are sudden and dramatic, so your mind needs time to adapt. 

Maybe the walls of denial are already breaking down. As reality sets in, anger is—- 
a natural response. There's a lot to be angry about. And anger within limits can be 
ealthy and productive: it can fuel intense bouts of strength and it can shift your 
thinking. So keep your anger as a tool, just use it wisely. 


ага at it, you can get your old life back just won't work. 
now to some degree. The loss of job, security and the predictability of your old life can 


from your work, and you now feel lost and adrift, not sure where to turn. Making 


= “matters worse, you may feel that there's little if any credible leadership out there to | 
guide you. To some extent you have to rely on yourself, for many of the structures that. .. . 


ramed your life are breaking down. Engage in meaningful projects and surround 
yourself with people who are positive about the future, even. if you don't feel like it. 
joing this can protect you from feelings of loss and will keep you moving forward. 





_ This realization leaves you.at risk-of-depression.-Many of-us-are-experiencing-this— — 


it people pretty hard:ttmay be that muctrof your identity and meaning was sourced ^ ^ ~~ 


ts time to build a new life: Some of what has-been lost will be missed, but there's ~ ` 


| 
| 
,1 س 


As your anger burns itself out and you come down off your rage, avoid trying to = 
_ bargain your way out. Rationalizing what's happened by saying that, if you just work - - 


a chance here to replace the old “material prosperity" with a greater mental and 


social prosperity. 
Fortunately, some people are coming out of their depression, or avoided it . 
altogether. Children are a good example. Like them, you must accept what happened 


and move on, even if you are still feeling shock, anger-or depression. You are not just --- 


building а new life, you are also creating a new way of being. You may have to relearn 


things that are tong forgotten. 
Your ancestors overcame bigger obstacles. With acceptance, you will not just 
survive, you will flourish. 











In the chaos | found power 

I was ruler of a kingdom of one 
Life was adventure, mystery 

The map was burned 

Rules meaningless 

In the morning, there came a sun 
And under it | saw my shadow 
For the very first time 


TIP: PRESERVE FOOD USING NATURAL INGREDIENTS. FOR FISH, RUB 
PLENTY OF SALT INTO IT; FOR VEGETABLES, BOIL THEM IN WATER WITH 


* ТЕМОМ OR LIME JUICE. TO MAKE FISH PEMMICAN, SOFTEN COOKED FISH 


WITH YOUR HANDS, GRATE IT INTO POWDERY PIECES, ADD'BERRIES AND: 
OTHER SEASONINGS, ROLL INTO CLUMPS THE SIZE OF GOLF BALLS, THEN: 4 
LEAVE IN THE SUN TO HARDEN. ΙΤ WILL ΒΕΜΑΙΝΊΈΡΙΒΙΕ FOR YEARS. 





Hey Adbusters crew, 

You won't believe where 
I ended up. I'm in northern 
Indiana on an Amish 
farm. Seriously. One of my 
college buddies has family 
here and they've taken 
me in. Don't know what 
things are like in the city, 
but here, we're managing 
reasonably well thanks to 
Amish values of thrift, hard 
work, self-sufficiency and 
community. For starters, 
work projects get done 
a lot quicker because 
everyone pitches in. The 
other day a bunch of folks 
got together for a collective 
beef slaughter that should 
give us enough meat to last 
through the winter, They 

~ used to can the meat, but 

these days they dry it in 
the sun to save energy and 
space in the root cellar. I'm 
amazed how cool it is down 
there. Even in the height 
of summer, the cellar is 30 
to 40°F cooler than above 
ground. And it's nothing 
more than a hole in the 
ground covered by a door. 
Genius. 

Lately we've been cutting 
a lot of firewood in the back 
forty to stock up for winter. 
Man, there's nothing more 
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therapeutic than chopping line shaft spins, fanbelts 
wood. I'm getting pretty coming off of it power a 
good at it, but | stay away | variety of implements. We 
from the oak. They wait to charge a bunch of 12-volt 
chop those bad-boys inthe car batteries that when 


dead of winter, because connected to an inverter 
they're easier to split when сап power small electronic 
they're frozen. But we still appliances. We can also 
use the wood stove year power a large bandsaw 
round for all our cooking that we use to mill rough 
and baking. It also heats lumber periodically. During 
the house and dries clothes harvest, we bring crops in 
that are hung above it. from the field and grind 
Another cool thing is grain, bale hay, or turn 
the windmill that pumps oats into silage for animal 


water from the well into an feed. The farming itself 
elevated holding tank. That is done with draft horses. 
gives us gravity-fed running and farm equipment that 


water. The water pressure looks like it was hauled 
sucks, but hey, | took a out of a museum. Since 
shower this morning. Amishmen have been gerry 
We're slowly trying rigging these contraptions 
to wean ourselves off their entire lives, we always 
dependence on our manage to fix stuff that 
generator. We fire it up breaks down. And the soil 
only when we need to. is extremely healthy thanks 


Yeah, the Amish aren't as to years of crop rotation. 
averse to technology as you We don't need industrial 


thought. You should see fertilizers because there's 
the setup: it's a 6-cylinder plenty of manure around. 
diesel engine pulled out of Wish | could swing by 

an old forklift, which we the Adbusters office like | 
run on biodiesel. We make | used to, but oh well. Just 
the fuel with vegetable thought I'd let you know 

oil from soybeans that we | I've landed on my feet. 
grow, rubbing alcohol and Cheers. 

lye. The generator turns Ben Landis 
a line shaft, and as the Shipshewana, Indiana 


Greetings Adbusters, from Southeast Florida. 


So your water's contaminated and you 
can’t spare fuel to boil it? Not to worry, 
you won't die of thirst. Just follow 


these steps: 


1. Dig a hole two feet in diameter, 
two feet deep, with a flat bottom. 

2. Put a container in the center of the 
hole to catch water. The container 
should be one foot high and secure, 

3. Scavenge a tube about three feet 
long —flexible surgical tubing is 
ideal — and put one end of the 
tube (the “down end”) in the water 
container. You could weight it with a 
nut or whatever you can think of so it 
stays on the bottom of the container. 

4, Take some plastic sheet, preferably 
the clear stuff, and lay it over the 
hole making sure to leave the “up 
end” of the tube sticking out from 


under the sheet. 


5. Use rocks and dirt to secure the 
sheet like a lid over the hole (not 
tight like a drum, but not loose, 
either). Don’t lose the up end of 


the tube! 


6. Place one medium-sized pebble on 
the center of the sheet so that water 
condensing on the underside runs 
to the middle and drops into the 


water container. 


This solar still should yield more than 
two cups of distilled water per day. 


Just sip from the tube. 
lam not afraid. 


Kobe 
Santa Cruz, CA 


Г grow bananas, pineapples, papayas, coconuts and lemons. 1 have a cactus growing in. - 
the back that I use to make soap. | eat the fresh foods that grow everywhere in my area. 

To make fires, | use dead palm trees and coconut husks. Inland, the fields are returning 

to agricultural life. Lots of fresh water and fertile land still exist under the old gated 
communities. The plants are regenerating themselves. These are the seeds of the future. 


Roxanne 
Jupiter, FL 








"PEOPLE, AND YOU'VE 


κ΄ ALL YOU REED IS A 









FENCE AND A LOT OF 


GOT YOURSELF A RABBIT 
DRIVE, INSTANT FOOD. 





Everybody knows what to do with a dead bird or deer, but | 
want to clue you in to the sweetest, most common protein treat: 
Possum. 

Here's how. First, kill it, or if you find it already dead check for 
bloat or extreme damage. If food is scarce, this won't matter 
at all. Next, cut through the skin on the back, neck to tail, and 
peel it back. Slit down the outside of each leg, cut around the 


“awrists and ankles, and carefully cut into the shoulder and hip 


sockets to sever the legs without cutting into the gut. Fillet the 
two strips of meat on each side of the backbone. Near the tail 
are globules of jellied fat. Save this to cook the meat in. If done 
right, there's no reason to mess with intestines or organs; you're 
just taking the meat. Heat up a cast iron pan or a dutch oven 
(okay, any slab of metal will do!) and melt a little fat on it. Then 
sear the meat surfaces for a minute or two. If you've got a pot 
and vegetables, put a quart of water and veggies on. Now this 
is livin’! 
JH Browne, Jr. 
Vashon Island, Washington 


Howdy Adbusters, 

I've learned some good lessons living off the land, so | figured 
I'd share one: how to kill a chicken. 

First, boil a tub of water. Next, grab a chicken by its feet and hold _ 
it upside down, until it relaxes. Place it in a metal cone with a hole at 
the end of it: reach through the hole, grab the chicken's head, and 
pull it through. Like humans, chickens have two blood vessels on the 
sides of their necks. Slit the neck on both sides with a knife and let 
the blood drain. As the muscles starve, the bird will start to thrash 
around; hold on tight so it doesn’t come out of the cone. 

When it’s dead and drained, sever its head. Hold its feet and scald 
the body in boiling water for about a minute and a half, agitating 
the whole time. This makes the feathers come off. Check the wing 
feathers: when they pull free easily, the scalding is complete. Next, 
hang the bird by its feet and pluck the feathers out, chop off its feet 
at the knees, and place it in a cold water bath. 

Put the bird on a clean table. Slice the scent gland from its tail. 
Make an incision down the neck and peel the skin back. Continue 
to peel skin and membrane away from the neck. Reach in and pull 
the windpipe and crop it away. Then cut off the neck completely and 
save it for soup stock. Turn it over and make a two-inch incision 
above the rectum. Open up the bird so you can see the intestines, 
Slice all the way around the vent, without severing the intestines; 
remove the rectum and intestines intact, to avoid spoiling the meat 
with crap. Reach in with your palm up and pull out the gizzard at top 
right, along with the heart and kidneys. (Save all of these, they're 
edible!) Finally, scrape out the lungs. 

If the organs have been removed properly, light should shine 
through the neck hole to the rectum. Wash thoroughly in hot water; 
return to the cold water and cool for several hours. Then, either 
freeze the chicken or cook it. The first fire-roasted chicken we killed 
and ate was absolutely delicious. 

Don Stevens 
Rhode Island 
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I'm a little tired of rice and 
bony fish, and of stews with 
exotic body parts that | don't 
want to name, let alone eat. 
But at least my son Josh knows 
Where his rice comes from. 
And when he relieves himself 
he knows it goes into a hole 
that his grandfather dug, and 
that when it fills we'll dig 
another опе. 

That sweet chicken meat in 
his stew? He saw it hatch, run 
around the yard as a chick, 
then go into the cage to get fat. 
He's not ready for the 


next step yet, but the thought 
grew on me that | had to be 
the example. | avoided it 

for months, one excuse 

after another. 

Finally the shame overtook 
me. My wife's mother held 
the chicken, its neck over 
а pan to catch the blood. | 
held the knife. | made myself 
numb inside, so that the hand 
would move without me. This 
is an everyday part of life 
here, something my wife's 
mother has done hundreds of. 
times. And here | was making 


Such a drama: pathetic. But 
nothing is real until we see 
it ourselves. Jesus was just a 
common criminal to most at 
the crucifixion. 

| tightened my fingers and ' 
made the knife move into the 
squawking neck. | was thinking 
of the scene in А// Quiet on 
the Western Front, where the 
narrator spends a night in a 
trench with a young soldier 
he has just stabbed, listening 
while he drowns slowly in his 
own blood. 

I've read that at the moment 


of death our life unfolds before 

us, not as a sequence of 

events but as a whole. As the 

chicken's blood spurted onto 

my hands, my life unfolded 

in a different way. All the 

stuff I've shoved in my mouth 

without a thought for where it 

came from, all the dirty work 

like this | have fobbed off onto 

others — it all turned rancid, 

and came up like puke. 

Jonathan Rowe 

Tuburan, Philippines 


Hmmph, city boy. You want coffee or what? I know it's cold out here, but 

| haven't passed a coffee shop. Look, I've got some coffee that | looted from 
a Starbucks, and I've got a stove, so we'll boil some up right quick. Grab me 
that soup can - yeah the big one, and a small one, too. 

We're going to put sand in the bottom of the big can. You know, insulation. 
Next time you have a grease fire you'll appreciate it. Just pick up the stove 
and tip the sand and fire together: instant fire extinguisher. Doesn't seem 
brilliant now, but if it's freezing and you're living in a wood lean-to, the last 
thing you want to do is burn it down. 

Twist some coat hangers. Got something sturdier? Well, use it. Interlock 
them in the bottom of the can and pour sand on top. Find a heavy rock for 
extra stability. Put the small soup can in the big one for your fuel burner, 
then surround it with more sand. If you have liquid fuel, use an aluminum 
pop can. Cut the edge of the can into triangle shapes, then bend them into 
the middle of the can. That way the fuel will lick upwards in separate flames 
instead of being a big cup just burning away. It’s the sort of thing that you 
can use any liquid fuel for. Steal some denatured alcohol, maybe some white 
gas . . . whatever it takes. | want my cup of coffee. 

If you don't have liquid fuel, use a regular soup can for your burner, 
Anything you can find to burn will work. Hell, if you have to use dung, use it: 
won't smell nice but it'll work. Just remember that this isn't an 80,000 BTU, 
six burner range with two ovens: this is a camp stove, boy. You'll boil water, 
just don't think it'll happen in seconds. 

Which brings us to our second device, our "luxury" option. If you've got 
electricity, make an immersion heater. It's dead simple science: electricity 
passing through metal with high resistance makes heat. We're not talking 
wires you ripped out of a wall; we're looking to waste electricity and cram 
it through metal to slow it down and get it fucking hot. 

Find a percolator with a narrow bottom and smash it to get the heating 
element (the old spring elements are common, but if you find a solid 
element, just mount it differently). That way you've got a heater to stick in 
any old pot of water, even іп a tub of water for a bath. You can't take a bath 
in a percolator. 

Take the cord from the same percolator and wrap electrical tape around 
one end of the coil and an exposed end of wire. Repeat with the other end. 
Main thing is, it's electricity. Any metal that touches it will be charged. 
Mount it to ceramic so that you can touch it while it's plugged in. Your best 
bet will be to find a ceramic tube; even the neck off an old teapot would be 
okay. Oh yeah, water conducts electricity, too, so remember that it's easy to 
make a dead-funny mistake and leave yourself, well, dead. Yeah yeah, it's 
dangerous, but | hear there's a guy a couple clicks away with a generator. 
And damn, some days ! just want my cup of coffee now, you know? 

Julian Killam 











Analog is back, and rightly so. Just as distant planets parts, but the whole transcends those parts: living 
move along their orbits and the Earth on its axis, so organisms, consciousness. We can't be blamed for 
should vinyl spin on your turntable and hands spin wanting things to be whole again. We want to see 


on the face of your watch. No longer is the digital the moving parts. Something we can wind up. We 
world warm enough, or human enough. Four DNA want to look at the orbits and axes on high, not the 
‘bases, the synapse, 26 letters, zero and one. The protons and electrons deep down below. 


brute, lifeless order of things has its constituent 
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Adbusters: | found this info іп a herbal 
remedies book and wrote it down. Hope 
you can pass it on to your readers. 

ALOE LEAF alleviates pain from burns 
and speeds healing. To treat burns 
(including sunburn), cool the burn with 
cold water. Next, generously apply aloe to 
it. Trim the leaf of its prickly sides, split 
it in half, and use the gel inside. 

COMFREY LEAF AND ROOT, like aloe, is 
a natural bandage for cuts, scrapes and 
burns. It will stop bleeding and stimulate 
tissue regeneration. Used externally as 
ἃ poultice, it helps heal bone fractures 
and deep wounds (its nickname is “knit 
bone”). Thoroughly cleanse wounds first: 
comfrey is extremely quick to regenerate 
tissue, and will seal the wound with 
bacteria inside if you're not careful. 

DANDELION ROOT is a safe diuretic. 

» It restores kidney function and relieves 
liver and spleen congestion. Cut the root 
into small pieces and simmer for at least 
10 minutes before straining and drinking. 
The fresh plant fluid extract can also be 
used. Put 20-30 drops into a cup of hot 
water and drink as a tea. 

GARLIC BULB should be eaten raw at 
the onset of a cold or flu; bread may 
be necessary to make the taste more 
palatable. Treat ear infections with garlic 
oil. To make the oil, finely chop enough 
garlic bulbs to fill a small jar and cover it 
with cooking oil. Next, cover the jar with 


cheesecloth. Let the mixture sit in a warm 
area for a week or in direct sun for several 
hours, if you need it immediately. Strain 
the oil and store in an amber glass jar. 
Place warmed oil in the infected ear and 
plug with a cotton ball. Leave overnight, 
and treat nightly until the infection is 
gone. Garlic cough syrup can be made 

by simmering chopped garlic in apple 
cider vinegar for 10 minutes. Strain the 
liquid, add honey and simmer until the 
mixture is syrupy. The vinegar neutralizes 
the garlic taste, yet retains the antibiotic 
effect. You can grow garlic greens by 
planting the bulbs in four-inch-deep soil. 

ST. JOHN'S WORT can help treat bruises, 
strains, sprains and wounds. The extract 
is also an immune system stimulant as 
well as an anti-depressant, Also known as 
Klamath Weed, a common pasture plant, 
St. John's Wort is found throughout most 
of North America. 

WILD OREGANO has more than 50 
antibacterial compounds. Oil of oregano 
is more powerful than many prescription 
antibiotics, killing staphylococcus aureus 
and escherichia coli. It is effective in 
killing intestinal parasites, and can 
alleviate a toothache: just rub the diluted 
oil on the gum surrounding the ailing 
tooth. 

HONEY is a natural antibiotic that 
protects skin against bacteria. Place it 
directly on cysts, wounds or sores with a 


covering to secure it in place. For a sore 
throat, gargle and swallow honey with 
lemon. Honey can also reduce intestinal 
acidity and relieve ulcer pain. 

WHITE WILLOW is an effective natural 
pain killer, often referred to as ‘nature's 
aspirin.’ Chinese have used willow to 
relieve pain since ancient times, and 
pharmaceutical aspirin was first derived 
from a chemical similar to one found in 
white willow bark. Salicin in the bark 
reduces fever and relieves pain and 
inflammation. Salicylate content of willow 
bark varies, so you may need several 
cups of willow bark tea to achieve the 
effectiveness of two aspirin. 

POPPIES, from which you can extract 
opium, are available in a variety of 
common strains. Opium is highly effective 
for pain relief, cough and diarrhea. 
Papaver somniferum is the type to look 
for: it flowers in a variety of colors (white, 
reddish-orange, purple, lavender or 
black), all with medium to large heads 
when mature. Making several long vertical 
cuts with a razor into the head will cause 
the opium sap to bleed, which can be 
gathered for oral consumption, with 
alcohol or as a tea. Each head can be cut 
repeatedly over time, and heads can also 
be dried and blended to make the tea. 

Take care, Marshall M. 
Chicago, Illinois 
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CLEAN A WOUND IMMEDIATELY WITH COLD WATER TO GET DEBRIS OUT OF 
IT AND PREVENT INFECTION. APPLY ANTIBACTERIAL OINTMENT (SEE ABOVE) 
AND THEN COVER THE WOUND WITH A BANDAGE OR CLEAN COTTON (A T- 
SHIRT WILL DO) TO KEEP THE AREA MOIST. IF THE WOUND IS LARGE, STITCH 
IT UP - WITH A PROPERLY STERILIZED NEEDLE, OF COURSE, 


IJ 
Our community just fought a big case of diarrhea that spread through 
contaminated water. Here are some tips. Diagnosis: There are many. 
causes to diarrhea, but the sickness is usually short lived. Cases that 
last for longer than two weeks should be considered serious. Poor diet. 
is the most common cause. If you can, try to change what you eat. But 
there's also hundreds of viruses and bacteria that can cause diarrhea. 
Most diarrhea in children is viral. In all but the most serious cases, 
quick treatment can help alleviate symptoms. 
Treatment: limit food intake to liquids only. No solids, no milk. 
The main concern is dehydration, so drink lots. With children this is 
tough, but very important. Never give only water to a child with diarrhea. 
There must be sugar in the water to help with nutrition. And if a child is 
breast-feeding, continue to do so. 
Ralf Koenig 
Salzburg, Austria 





CARCHITECTURE 


Reunite car culture with nature! Now that oil is harder to damn strong rope, a pulley, a hacksaw, and a bunch of 


get hold of than hens’ teeth, that runabout is doing precious strong guys to do it) and replace it with a fire platform 
little running about. We suggest turning it into a shelter ~ consisting of a six-inch bed of flat river stones. Build a 
that will: fire from two or three dry logs around a meter in length, 
allowing plenty of air to get to the fire. Dry kindling, like 
Provide protection from the elements wood and lichen, can be found under the lower branches 
Keep the inside air warm of trees, and will usually be dry even during the wettest 
Provide ventilation with minimum condensation seasons of the year. The opened hood will reflect the heat 


into the car and also serve as a wind screen. It should he 
Carchitecture is virtually airtight, which is good and bad. positioned at 45 degrees to the existing windshield. 
Good, because it makes for a superb, weatherproof shelter. Two carchitectural shelters may be built facing one 
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TYLER BRETT & TONY ROMANO 


Bad, because the carbon monoxide gas you produce another with a fire between. When you do this you gain «@: 
from cooking and heating will poison you. VENTILATION a great advantage. A lot of time is saved, more space is 
IS IMPERATIVE! provided, and one fire will heat both shelters. A low stone or 
Carchitecture may be heated by open flame, the best branch wall on the windward side can act as a windbreak. 
being the log fire. Remove the engine (you'll need some Tyler Brett and Tony Romano 
VENT 
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DRAINAGE SLAB COARSE 
CONCRETE 
GRAVEL SAND BASE ANCHO 

As art begins again, the shell of need new vistas. If art is a reflection of residential design, building radical, abstract 
industrial culture will be our caves; unsayable truths about society, then it's residences of recycled materials for the' rural 
on its buildings we shall paint a new uncharted territories ahead. Meanwhile, poor in Alabama. His functionalist motto for 
utopia-Art philosopher Arthur Danto said pragmatism is the new front, not in housing, “it's got to be warm, dry, and noble,” 
that pluralism will reign forever as the philosophy, where its head hangs low, but is а post-crash ethos that will echo in the + 
“master narrative” in art, which seems in architecture. The late Samuel Mockbee dead courtyards of postmodern architecture. 
right today. “Found art” and the likes of helped pioneer rural-studio architecture Ё 


Andy Goldsworthy still fascinate, but we by taking the class privilege out of 





How to Defend Yourself 
Here are some rules to follow if you're 
attacked. Stick to them, and you'll have the 

advantage over your attacker. Naturally, 

a you want to avoid confrontation if at all 
possible. Try to engage your assailant in 
conversation to gain time, calm yourself 
down and work out an effective strategy to 
defuse the situation. But, if you can't avoid 
a fight: 

. Breathe slowly and deeply to ГИ 









nerves calm. 


2. Always look your attacker direc in the 


eye. 
. Put your hands near your facet 
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TARA RICE 


KUALA LUMPUR—The final 
gasps of the age of oil are 
playing out violently on the 
high seas. Roving gangs of 
sea pirates are hijacking, 
stealing and selling huge 
amounts of seaborne 
crude, and stories of 
murderous robberies at sea 
are circulating throughout 
port cities in South Asia. 
More than 80 percent of 
oil scheduled to arrive in 
the area has been declared 
“missing,” say dock workers 
in Kuala Lumpur. 

Island nations largely 
dependent on seaborne 





cargo for supplies - such as 
Indonesia, the Philippines, 
Singapore and Taiwan - are 
esentially being held ransom 
by the gangs, say reports 
from Jakarta. They either 
demand gold or political 
influence in return for 
hijacked supplies. 

Oil shipping “chokepoints” 
have seen fierce fighting over 
recent months in areas like 
the Bab el-Mandab canal, 
connecting the Red Sea and 
the Arabian Sea. Several 
tanker crews have allegedly 
dumped oil in an attempt to 
save themselves from being _ 


A 
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boarded and murdered by 
pirates, who have attempted 
a complete blockade of ` 
the canal. 

Other crews are fighting 
for ownership of the oil in 
their ships. “We have lived 
in poverty all our lives. Now 
we command a ship full of 
black gold. We shall rule the 
American jackals like kings,” 
said one ship captain in 
the Bab el-Mandab, via 
ham radio. 

It is estimated that the 
world's oil tankers were 
shipping more than 50 
million barrels per day at the 


defend your head. Keep one foot slightly 
staggered in front of you, the opposite of 
your dominant hand. 
. Never hesitate when you move. Attack 
vulnerable body parts: eyes, ears, nose, 
neck, throat, testicles and knees. 
Don't let yourself be cornered f backed 
against a wall or into a doorway. 
If you're sure to lose, run! 





time of the economic crash, 
and that around one billion 
barrels of oil were in ships at 
sea at the time of S11.2. 
Platform oil workers in 

fshore fields in California 
and Alaska have reportedly 
been making huge demands 
to officials on the mainland, 
in exchange for safeguarding 
supplies, but a recent report 
indicates that agents of 
the US Coast-Guard have 
taken many of the platforms 
by force. 

Staff 


The enormous Dixie Square Mall in Chicago had been derelict 
for decades, empty and beyond repair. Pillars of sunlight stood 
below holes in the long corridor's roof, shining onto piles of 
insulation and dust where shoppers once stood with bags and 
tags and dreams of more. “It's kind of beautiful in a way,” 
noted D-Low, all anemic eyes and ratty hair, just like all these 
other neo-activist urban phantoms, as he led me through the 
wreckage. “The shit's in here for sure,” he told me, a promise 
| wanted to believe. | kept my mind on the buck knife in my 
belt anyway. Not that it mattered much if | got jacked; my only 
currency is these duffle bags full of booklets and zines. 

In all the cities I've been traveling through, the rejection of 
gratuitous consumption, whether conscious or unconscious, 
is something I've seen. All those families stranded in massive 
homes full of useless appliances: what good is a plasma 
screen now? They worked their entire lives amassing little 
buffers against fear, and now they've been betrayed by their 
own stuff, Et tu, Ikea? 

But, similarly, activism is caught in an identity crisis. We 
were swept up in it like everyone else. Now that the internet 
is patchy we disseminate info through zines, but how much 
use is that? When the'whole structure is demolished, where 
the hell do you begin? 

| asked D-Low if he knew where we were going, but | think 
he misunderstood me. “Yeah,” he said, eyes squinting toward 
a patch of light a hundred yards down the walkway. “It’s right 
around that corner.” 





“No,” | said. “What are we supposed to do now?” 

Sensing my tone, he stopped to examine a broken chair. 
“It's kind of like this mall. We're walking through it, right? 
And it’s fucking dead. It was too big and the community 
couldn't support it. So the big anchor stores pulled out and 
everything else went to shit, including the neighborhood and 
the city’s tax base. Here we are, standing in the carcass of 
the old system with nothing but lessons learned. You can’t 
rebuild this place, just like you can’t rebuild the globalized 
economy. People are going to try but the structure will just 
_ collapse all over again. 

“It’s a whole new game now, man, don't you get it?" he 
said, angry and excited. “| mean, it's all apocalyptic and shit 
right now. But the world's never had so many options. 

1 guess our job - you, me and the rest of us that can feel the 
future in our hearts — is like preventative medicine. We 
have to stave off the bad shit early on by helping the good 
stuff grow." 
”We rounded the corner and there was the apple tree, just 
like he said it would be. It was in the plaza at the center of 
the mall, in a large island of soil: a stupid metaphor, | know, 
but there it was. D-Low laughed as | filled my sack with the 
green fruit, calling me 'Johnny Apple Zine.' "Shut up man," 
1 said happy, relieved. “1 got a lot more cities to hit.” 

Jared Jacang Maher 
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If the crash taught us anything it's that 

our media was built on a shaky foundation. 
Here in St. Louis it fell fast and hard. 

We lost our NBC affiliate, KSDK channel 5, 
within days; FOX channel 2 started showing 
disaster-special reruns; the radio stations 
fell silent. Our only daily newspaper, the 
Post-Dispatch, was cut loose by Gannett 
Company Inc. and froze printing. 

This crash within a crash also taught 
us something about ourselves: without the 
information we need we fall to pieces. 

Our reaction to the darkness was primitive. 
Unsure about anything and frantic for 
answers, people began to panic, latching 
onto rumors and innuendo. One day there's 
talk of special food shipments were going 
to rich suburbs, the next, riots. 

A group of us began to see the link 
between a lack of information and the 
mounting chaos in our city. We formed 
the NewGlobe Media Collective, a public 
news outlet. We're still struggling with the 
finer points, but we're building something 


important: a frontier media system based 


on our strengths and interests, not markets. 


We provide information and analysis. 
Whether through radio, print, whatever, 
the vehicle is always secondary to the 
story. We started with a few low-power FM 
stations but are now organized on almost 
every front. We print news posters and 
zines from a battery of 300 scavenged 
laser printers and an old broadsheet press. 
Almost every neighborhood in St. Louis 
now has a NewGlobe Media hub, where we 
post the latest headlines, play radio news, 
collect story information and donations, 
and organize distribution. When there's 
urgent news to get out — like when our 
water stopped being treated — we send out 
criers to spread the word fast. Last month, 
with help from the old station managers 
from KDHX, we hijacked three radio towers 
that cover more than 80 miles around St. 
Louis proper; now, when the power's up, 
we broadcast non-stop. It's all difficult to 
manage for sure, but being multi-media is 


our only option. Whether the power's out or 
ink is low or the internet is down, we go on 
distributing the news. 

Our collective is on exchange with more 
than 200 other publications across America. 
And we get word from as far away as 
Denmark on short-wave radio, though it's. 
inconsistent. Getting hard information on. 
anything these days is no easy task. Fact 
checking stories is almost impossible, but. 
of course, we only run what we've vetted. 

But just being part of this growing 
network is encouraging. We hope our 
collective, democratic, grassroots model will 
keep us from losing our purpose and soul. 
We intend to remain light on our feet and 
only interested in the story. Now that the 
fog of infotainment has been blown away, 
we can get back to the basics: informing, 
educating, and serving the needs of 
our community. 

Tim Walker 
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ALCOHOL IN THIS TOWN 


PACIFIC 


-We say go west! Get out of those dying cities and their hollow 
gray concrete monoliths. Get across the big river and find 
yourself a plot of green land with trees and a little creek 
nearby for fish. If you're looking to avoid everyone and their 
weirdo problems while you escape, ignore the roads. We say 
walk the rails instead. 

Lots of blue-collar Joes like you hopped rides on trains 
back in the dirty ‘30s, crisscrossing the country looking for 
work. Thousands of routes and millions of miles of track wind 
through the United States, Canada and Mexico, and all offer 
secluded routes to travel in a land that's gone a bit nutty. 
Why camp in ditches along a built-up highway when a track 
cutting through forest takes you to the same places? 

With this map, food, water and some determination, you 
can hike from the Atlantic to the Pacific, or along Mexico's 
Chihuahua railroad to the Washington Cascades, or from 
Portland to Whitehorse, in around 12 weeks. With a little luck, 
like a train heading your way, your travel time could be shorter, 

7 but trains aren't running much these days. Don't count on 
hopping rides. 

Where you start your journey is most important as it 
determines where you can get to. The best bet is to make 





a beeline on the track nearest you for a track hub, where rail 
routes converge like petals splaying from a flower. Big hubs are 
in Chicago, St. Louis, Fort Worth, Toronto, Cincinnati, Detroit, 
Buffalo, Montreal, Winnipeg, Kansas City, Omaha, Atlanta, 
ΕΙ Paso, New Orleans and New York. From these, you can head 
in almost any direction you wish. 

Train tracks make for sweet travel, especially through tough 
terrain like mountain passes or over large rivers. Compared 
to walking through the woods or venturing out onto the 
interstates where, | hear, things are getting really ugly, a train 
track, with a six percent gradient on hills and solid ground, 
is ideal for laying down the miles. 

Now, while you're out on the rails, keep your wits about 
you and keep your eyes open. Hobo signs are popping up 
everywhere along the rail system, just like in the ‘30s. If you're 
looking to travel safely and keep abreast of any threats, a 
quick course on hobo signs is a must. A few of the most basic 
signs are above left. Pick up a piece of chalk and spread your 
own messages to help other travelers find water, safe camp 
and avoid threats. Now get out there, you. Get on the rails. 
Go west! 


BAREFGOT ECON 


| was in the middle of a PhD in economics when 511.2 hit. 

So | remember watching firsthand as my profs defended their 
ideology until the severity of the economic meltdown made their 
proclamations embarrassingly comical. Before the university, 
Officially closed, | walked away. There was no point carrying on 
with the charade. 

1 was never certain | would get back home, but thanks to a few 
Good Samaritans and a healthy dose of serendipity, I made it. 
‘And on account of my academic background, | was immediately 
asked to join a group of local community leaders who were trying 
to configure an alternative ecohomy. It was damage control, really. 
We wanted to protect ourselvés from the more catastrophic effects 
of the collapse. 

Due to patchy supply lines and the end of cheap long-haul 
transport, we knew we would have to be more self-sufficient 
and distinguish needs from wants. Food was an obvious starting 
point, We only have minimal capacity to import food so we got all 
the local farmers to agree that no food will leave the community 
until local needs have been met. Other resources are kept local 
through the formal bartering network we have established. We buy 
cooperatively even though it means fighting over how long we use 
particular items. We recycle so much that we rarely use the term 


‘waste.’ Almost everything holds value. And it's been a struggle, 
but | think I've managed to convince people to loan each other 


Let me give you some free legal advice. 
From my perspective, the good thing 
about what's happened is that no one 


OMICS 


resources without charging interest. The way | see it, no one should 
profit off someone else without laboring for it. And I'm not alone. 
The sacred texts of Jews, Christians and Muslims all condemn the 
charging of interest. 

Now that we're slowly getting to our feet, we've put feelers out 
to other communities to see what they're doing. Many of them are 
excited by our prescriptions and have asked us for advice. We may 
try to create regional alliances. But as the new economy grows, we'll 
fight to ensure that our original vision is never abandoned. We're 
taking full responsibility for our economy now that governments and 
corporations have dropped the ball. It's not easy. We don't always 
agree and not all of our ideas have worked. The new economy 
involves a considerable degree of sacrifice, but people are used to 
sacrifice now. We're committed to creating a sustainable, holistic, 
human scale economy designed for the long term. It'll be built on 
the model of a true cost market in which the price of every product 
tells the ecological truth. Progress will be measured by our social 
and environmental well-being as well as the sum of how much we 
produce and consume. Our waterways, forests and grasslands will 
be valued as natural capital that does not need to be harvested to 
be worth something. And we'll restore the historical taboo against 
charging interest. 4 

This time we simply have to get it right. 

Janneken Drange 
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Cicero was right when he said that there 
is nothing more unpredictable than the 





has to beg for admittance to the law 
anymore. Yes, | got rich off an American 
justice system that pitted litigator against 
litigator, filling the nation’s jails with 
small-time felons from the bottom of the 
economic ladder and throwing in the rare, 
rare Andrew Fastow or Martha Stewart. 
But | was never happy with that. If | had 
seen a chance to practice law in a less 
lopsided, less wasteful, less deceitful 
way, | would have taken it. Well, things are 
different now. 

Until recently, we didn't have a death 

+ penalty here in Vermont. In their zeal 

to start over again, some people have 
taken the law into their own hands, 
shooting and hanging fellow citizens on 
the slightest suspicion of wrongdoing. 
Vigilantism may be an American impulse, 
but it's no way to run a country, even one 


\ 
whose legal system has collapsed. Talk 
to your local militia and appeal to their 
sense of patriotism by asking them this: 
If dispute resolution is good enough for 
the hard-asses in the US Air Force, why 
not give it a trial run in Sacramento ог 
Houston or Albany? 

Skilled attorneys aren't for sale the way 
they used to бе. Get their expert advice 
оп gathering and presenting evidence, 
and on building a community justice circle 
that will withstand even the most serious 
crimes. Start thinking of the lawyer as a 
peacemaker, not a life-smasher. Resist 
the desire to appoint all-powerful judges, 
and to punish for the sake of punishment. 


mob, nothing more obscure than public 
opinion, and nothing more deceptive than 
the political system. Somehow, we need 
to break the mob up into groups, and help 
the law learn its letters again. 

And there's still unfinished business. 
For the most part, white-collar criminals 
walk the Earth with impunity. Don't let 
the fact that their misdeeds belong to a 
different era weaken your resolve to bring 
them to account, Before their deeds fade 
from public consciousness, they must 
face judgment by a jury of their peers, 
without the shield of someone else's legal 
eloquence to protect them. Though the - 
heavens fall, let justice be done. 


Frank Kalman, Attorney at Law 
Montpelier, Vermont 
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LITERATURE - 


. Want to enlighten yourself on what remains relevant today? Start by tossing your cyberpunk, 


your dystopic novels, and most of your pre-crash fiction. The science-fiction future is on hold, 
real dystopia is waiting outside your front door, if you're pining for it, and the time's ripe for 


writing the great American novel, not reading it. But some twentieth-century literature still 


works, especially those with an existential tone, such as Kundera's The Unbearable Lightness 
of Being, Coetzee's Life and Times of Michael K, Calvino's Cosmicomics, and Saramago's 

The Stone Raft. “There are no small parts. Only small actors,” wrote Kundera. Consider also 
the back-to-nature writers, such as Thoreau (Walden), Rousseau (Emile) or Abbey (Desert 
Solitaire). Rousseau said, “Nature never deceives us; it is we who deceive ourselves.” 


PHILOSOPHY 

Postmodernism began in architecture, with New York's AT&T (Sony) building, but it may be 
slaughtered first in philosophy. French social theorist Jean Baudrillard said that in postmodern 
culture we attach ourselves to a world of signs, and are carried adrift from reality in the 
process. Now that reality is back big time, Baudrillard is toast. So is Hegel, who thought that 
“the design of the world is absolutely rational.” Neo-Hegelians like Francis Fukuyama — 

who claimed that history and progress had reached their end with neoliberal capitalism — 

are looking for work. In dealing with the collapse, consider taking up a posture of Socratic 
irony instead. If you've read the contemporary philosopher Alexander Nehamas, you'll know that 
philosophy needn't be theoretical, but can be a way of guiding one's life. Ludwig Wittgenstein 
thought so too, and wrote that “philosophy is not a body of doctrine but an activity.” Nehamas 
points to Montaigne, Nietzsche and Foucault as three examples of modern-day Socratic 
interrogators, all of whom can help you build a radical post-crash life. “The doer alone 
learneth,” wrote Nietzsche. 


RELIGION 

Nietzsche also wrote, "Is man one of God's blunders? Or is God one of man's blunders?” 
Religion has been a torched land of extremes since 511.1. And the horrifying attack on New 
York has driven people to seek out spiritual solutions to the global chaos. Buddhism is more 
popular than ever, given its approach to tackling the lack of control people feel in their lives. 
One of the Buddha's four noble truths: “The-origin of suffering is attachment to transient 
things and the ignorance thereof. Transient things do not only include the physical objects that 
surround us, but also ideas, and – in a greater sense — all objects of our perception.” 
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à Fa : 
LAM A RIDICUEQUS PERSON: 

Now they call me a madman. That would 
be a promotion if it were not that! remain 
'as ridiculous:in their eyes as before 


But now | do not resent it, they are all dear to me now, even 
мһеп they laugh at me — and, indeed, it is just then that they are 
particularly. dear. to'me..1 could join in their laughter — not exactly 
at myself, but through affection for them, if | did not feel so sad 
as | look at them.'Sad because they do not know the truth and I do 
know it. Oh, how hard it.is to be the only one who knows the truth! 
But they won't understand that. Мо; they won't understand it. 

In old days | used to be miserable at seeming ridiculous. 
Not seeming, but being. | have always been ridiculous, and | have 
known it, perhaps, from the hour 1 was born. Perhaps from the 
time | was seven years old | knew | was ridiculous. Afterwards 





“ST went tô school, studied at the university, and, do you know, the тоб.” 


| learned, the more thoroughly | understood that | was ridiculous. 
So that it seemed in the end as though all the sciences | studied at 
the university existed only to prove and make'evident to me as ‘went = 
more deeply into them that | was ridiculous; It wasithe same with 

life asit was with science. With every year the same:consciousness 
of the ridiculous figure | cut in every relation grew and strengthened 
Everyone always laughed at me, But not one af them knew or guessed 
that if there were опе man on Earth who knew better than anybody 
else that | was absurd, it was myself, and what | resentgd most of 

all was that they did not know that. But that.was my own fault; 

1 was so proud that nothing would have ever induced me to tell it fo 
anyone. This pride grew in me with the years; and if it had happened 
that | allowed myself to confess to anyone that | was ridiculous, 

L believe.that [should Have blowh ot my brains the same evening; 
Oh; how { suffered іп my early youth from the fear that I might give 
way.and confess it to my schoolfellows. But since | grew to manhood, 
I have for some unknown reason become calmer, though | realized 
my awful characteristic more fully every year. | say “unknown,’ for to 
this day | cannot tell why it was. Perhaps it was owing to the terrible 
misery that was growing in my soul through something which was 

of more consequence than anything else about me: that something 











was the conviction that had come upon me that nothing in 
the world mattered. | had long had an inkling of it, but the 
full realization came last year almost Suddenly. | suddenly 
felt that it was all the same to me whether the world existed 
or whether there had never been anything at all: | began to 
feel with all my being that there was nothing existing. At 
first | fancied that many things had existed in the past, but 
afterwards | guessed that there never had been anything 

in the past either, but that it had only seemed so for some 
reason. Little by little | guessed that there would be nothing 
in the future either. Then | left off being angry with people 
and almost ceased to notice them. Indeed this showed itself 
even in the pettiest trifles: | used, for instance, to knock 
against people in the street. And not so much from being 
lost in thought: what had | to think about? | had almost 
given up thinking by that time; nothing mattered to me. If at 
least | had solved my problems! Oh, | had not settled one of 
them, and how many there were! But | gave up caring about 
anything, and all the problems disappeared. 

And it was after that that | found out the truth. | learnt 
the truth last November - on the third of November, to be 
precise -- and | remember every instant since. It was a gloomy 
evening, one of the gloomiest possible evenings. | was going 
home at about eleven o'clock, and | remember that | thought 
that the evening could not be gloomier. Even physically. 

Rain had been falling all day, and.it had been a cold, gloomy, 
‘almost menacing rain, with, | remember, an unmistakable 
spite against mankind. Suddenly between ten and eleven 

it had stopped, and was followed by a horrible dampness, 
colder and damper than the.rain, and a sort of steam was 
rising from everything, from every stone\in the street, and 
from every by-lane if one looked down it as far as one could. 
A thought suddenly occurred to me, that ifall the street 
lamps had been put out it would have been\fess cheerless, 
that the gas made one's heart sadder because it lighted it 

all up. | had had scarcely any dinner that day, and had been 
spending the evening with an engineer, and two other friends 
had been there also. | sat silent — | fancy | bored\them. They 
talked of something rousing and suddenly they gohexcited 
over it. But they did not really care, | could see tha& and only 
made a show of being excited. | suddenly said as much to 
them. “My friends," | said, “you really do not care one way 
or the other.” They were not offended, but they laughed. at 
me. That was because | spoke without any note of reproach, 
simply because it did not matter to me. They saw it did not, 
and it amused them. 

As | was thinking about the gas lamps in the street | 
looked up at the sky, The sky was horribly dark, but one could 
distinctly see tattered clouds, and between them fathomless 
black patches. Suddenly | noticed in one of these patches a 
star, and began watching it intently. That was because that 
stas had given me an idea: | decided to kill myself that night. 
| had firmly determined to do so two months before, and 
poor as | was, | bought a splendid revolver that very day, and 
loaded it. But two months had passed and it was still lying in 


my drawer; | was so utterly indifferent that | wanted to seize a moment. 
when | would not be so indifferent — why, | don't know. And so for two 
months every night that | came home | thought | would shoot myself. 

| kept waiting for the right moment. And so now this star gave me а 
thought. 1 made up my mind that it should certainly be that night. And 
why the star gave me the thought | don't know. 4 

And just as | was looking at the sky, this little girl took me by the 
elbow. The street was empty, and there was scarcely anyone to be 
seen. A cabman was sleeping in the distance in his cab. It was a child 
of eight with a kerchief on her head, wearing nothing but a wretched 
little dress all soaked with rain, but | noticed her wet broken shoes 
and | recall them now. They caught my eye particularly. She suddenly 
pulled me by the elbow and called me. She was not weeping, but 
was spasmodically crying out some words which she could not utter 
properly, because she was shivering and shuddering all over. She 
was in terror about something, and kept crying, “Mammy, татту!” 
| turned facing her, | did not say a word and went on; but she ran, 
pulling at me, and there was that note in her voice which in frightened 
children means despair. | know that sound, Though she did not 
articulate the words, | understood that her mother was dying, or that 
something of the sort was happening to them, and that she had run 
out to call someone, to find something to help her mother. | did not 
go with her; on the contrary, | had an impulse to drive her away. | told 
her first to go to a policeman. But clasping her hands, she ran beside 
me sobbing and gasping, and would not leave me. Then | stamped my 
foot and shouted at her. She called out “Sir! Sir! . . .” but suddenly 
abandoned me and rushed headlong across the road. Some other 
passerby appeared there, and she evidently flew from me to him. 

1 mounted up to my fifth storey. | have a room in a flat where there 
are other lodgers. My room is small and poor, with a garret window in 
the shape of a semicircle. | have a sofa covered with American leather, 
a table with books on it, two chairs and a comfortable armchair, as old 
as old can be, but of the good old-fashioned shape. | sat down, lighted 
the candle, and began thinking. In the room next to mine, through 
the partition wall, a perfect Bedlam was going on. It had been going, 
on for the last three days. A retired captain lived there, and he had 
half a dozen visitors, gentlemen of doubtful reputation, drinking vodka 
and playing 51055 with old cards. The night before there had been a 
fight, and | know that two of them had been for a long time engaged 
in dragging each other about by the hair. The landlady wanted to - 
complain, but she was in abject terror of the captain. There was only 
one other lodger in the flat, a thin little regimental lady, on a visit to 
Petersburg, with three little children who had been taken ill since they 
came into the lodgings. Both she and her children were in mortal fear 
of the captain, and lay trembling and crossing themselves all night, 
and the youngest child had a sort of fit from fright. That captain, | 
know for a fact, sometimes stops people in the Nevsky Prospect and 
begs. They won't take him into the service, but strange to say (that’s 
why | am telling this), all this month that the captain has been here 
his behavior has caused me no annoyance. | have, of course, tried 
to avoid his acquaintance from the very beginning, and he, too, was 
bored with me from the first; but | never care how much they shout on 
the other side of the partition nor how many of them there are in there: 















sit up all night and forget them so completely that 

1 do not even hear them. | stay awake till daybreak, and have 
been going on like that for the last year. | sit up all night in my 
-armchair at the table, doing nothing. | only read by day: 

| sit— don't even think; ideas of a sort wander through my 
mind and | let them come and go as they will. A whole candle 
is burnt every night. | sat down quietly at the table, took out 
the revolver and put it down before me. When | had put it down 
1asked myself, | remember, “Is that so?” and answered with 
complete conviction, “It is.” That is, | shall shoot myself. 

| knew that | should shoot myself that night for certain, but 
how much longer | should go on sitting at the table | did not 
know. And no doubt | should have shot myself if it had not 
been for that little girl. 





You see, though nothing mattered to me, 
| could feel pain, for instance. If anyone had 
stuck me it would have hurt me. It was 


the same morally: if anything very pathetic happened, | should have 
felt pity just as | used to do in old days when there were things in 
life that did matter to me. | had felt pity that evening. | should have 
certainly helped a child, Why, then, had | not helped the little girl? 
Because of an idea that occurred to me at the time: when she was 
calling and.pulting at me, a question suddenly arose before me and 
| could not settle it. The question was an idle one, but | was vexed. 
| was vexed at the reflection that if | were going to make an end of 
myself that night, nothing in life ought to have mattered to me. 
Why was it that all at once | did not feel a strange pang, quite 


incongruous in my position. Really | do not know better how to convey 


my fleeting sensation at the moment, but the sensation persisted at 


home when | was sitting at the table, and | was very much irritated as 


1 had not been for a long time past. One reflection followed another. 
| saw clearly that so long as | was still a human being and not 


nothingness, | was alive and so could suffer, be angry and feel shame 
at my actions. So be it. But if | am going to kill myself, in two hours, 


say, what is the little girl to me and what have | to do with shame or 
with anything else in the world? | shall turn into nothing, absolutely 
nothing. And can it really be true that the consciousness that | shall 
completely cease to exist immediately and so everything else will 

cease to exist, does not in the least affect my feeling of pity for the 


child nor the feeling of shame after a contemptible action? | stamped 


arid shouted at the unhappy child as though to say — not only | feel 
πο pity, but even if | behave inhumanly and contemptibly, | am free 
to, for in another two hours everything will be extinguished. Do you 
believe that that was why | shouted that? | am almost convinced 
of it now. I seemed clear to me that life and the world somehow 


depended upon me now. | may almost say that the world now seemed 


created for me alone: if | shot-myself the world would-céase to 
be at least for me. | say nothing of its being likely that nothing 
will exist for anyone when | am gone, апа that 35 soon as my 
consciousness is extinguished the whole world will vanish too 
and become void like a phantom, as a mere appurtenancé 

of my consciousness, for possibly all this world and all these 
people are only me myself. | remember that as | sat and 
reflected, | turned all these new questions that swarmed one. 
after another quite the other way, and thought of something 
quite new. For instance, a strange reflection suddenly occurred 
to me, that if | had lived before on the moon or-on Mars and 
there had committed the most disgraceful and dishonorable 
action and had there been put to such shame and ignominy as 
one can only conceive and realize in dreams, in nightmares, 
and if, finding myself afterwards on Earth, | were able to retain 
the memory of what 1 had done on the other planet and at the 
same time knew that | should never, under any circumstances, 
return there, then looking from the Earth to the moon - should 
1 care or not? Should | feel shame for that action or not? 
These were idle and superfluous questions for the revolver 

was already lying before me, and | knew in every fiber of my 
being that it would happen for certain, but they excited me 
and | raged. | could not die now without having first settled 
something. In short, the child had saved:me, for | put off 

my pistol shot for the sake of these questions. Meanwhile 

the clamor had begun to subside in the captain's room: they 
had finished their game, were settling down to sleep, and 
meanwhile were grumbling and languidly winding up their 
quarrels. At that point, | suddenly fell asleep in my chair at 
the table — a thing which had never happened to me before. 

| dropped asleep quite unawares. 

Dreams, as we all know; are very queer things: some parts 
are presented with appalling vividness, with details worked up 
with the elaborate finish of jewellery, while’others one gallops 
through, as it were, without noticing them at all, as, for 
instance, through space and time. Dreams seem to be spurred 
on not by reason but by desire, not by the head but by the 
heart, and yet what complicated tricks my reason has played 
sometimes in dreams, what utterly incomprehensible things 
happen to it! My brother died five years ago, for instance. 

1 sometimes dream of him; he takes part in my affairs, we are 
very much interested, and yet all through my dream | quite 
know and remember that my brother is dead and buried. How 
is it that | am not surprised that, though he is dead, he is here 
beside me and working with me? Why is it that my reason 
fully accepts it? But enough. | will begin about my dream. 

Yes, | dreamed a dream, my dream of the third of November. 
They tease me now, telling me it was only a dream. But does 
it matter whether it was a dream or reality, if the dream made 
known to me the truth? If once one has recognized the truth 
and seen it, you know that it is the truth and that there is no 
other and there cannot be, whether you are asleep or awake. 
Let it be a dream, so be it, but that real life of which you 
make so much | had meant to extinguish by suicide, and 

my dream, my dream — oh, it revealed to me a different life, 
renewed, grand and full of power! 

Listen. 


ΒΟΝΝΗ: 





| have mentioned that | dropped asleep 
unawares and even seemed to be still 
reflecting on the same subjects... 


1 suddenly dreamt that | picked up the revolver and aimed it 

straight at my heart — my heart, and not my head; and 1 had 

determined beforehand to fire at my head, at my right temple. 

After aiming αἱ my chest | waited a second or two, and suddenly 

¿my candle, my table, and the wall in front ôf me began moving 
ind-heaving. | made haste to: pull the trigger: 

In dreams you sometimes fall from a height, or are stabbed, or 
beaten, but you never feel pain unless, perhaps, you really bruise 
yourself against the bedstead, then you feel pain and almost 

„always wake up from it. Itwas the same in my dream. | did not 
feel any pain, but it Seemed as though with my shot everything 
within me was shaken and everything was suddenly dimmed, 

„and it grew horribly black around me. | seemed to be blinded: 

“апа benumbed, and | was lying on something hard, stretched 


. оп my back; | saw nothing, and could not make the slightest 


movement. People were walking and shouting around me, the 
captain bawled, the landlady shrieked — and suddenly another 
break and | was being carried in a closed coffin, And | felt how 
the coffin was shaking and reflected upon it, and for the first time 
the idea struck me that | was dead, utterly dead, | knew it and 
had no doubt of it, | could neither see nor move and yet | was 


* feeling and reflecting. But | was soon réconciled to the position, 


and as one usually does in a dream, accepted the facts.without 
disputing them. 

And now | was buried in the earth. They all went away, | was 
left alone, utterly alone. | did not move. Whenever before | had 
imagined being buried the one sensation | associated with the 
grave was that of damp and cold. So now | felt that | was very 
cold, especially the tips of my toes, but | felt nothing else. 

1 lay still, strange to say | expected nothing, accepting without 
dispute that a dead man had nothing to expect. But it was 
damp. | don't know how long a time passed – whether 4n hour 
or several days, or many days. But all at once a drop of water fell 
on my closed left eye, making its way through the coffin lid; it 
was followed a minute later by a second, then a minute later by 
a third - and so on, regularly every minute. There was a sudden 
glow of profound indignation in my heart, and | suddenly felt in 
it a pang of physical pain. “That's my wound," | thought, "that's 
the bullet. . ." And drop after drop every minute kept falling on 
my closed eyelid. And all at once, not with my voice, but with my 
entire being, | called upon the power that was responsible for all 
that was happening to me: 

“Whoever you may be, if you exist, and if anything more 
rational that what is happening here is possible, suffer it to. 
be here now. But if you are revenging yourself upon me for 


my senseless suicide by the hideousness and absurdity of this 
subsequent existence, then let me tell you that no torture could 
ever equal the contempt which | shall go on dumbly feeling, 


' though my martyrdom may last a million years!” 


| made this appeal and held my peace. There was a full minute 
of unbroken silence and again another drop fell, but | knew 
with infinite unshakable certainty that everything would change 
immediately. And behold my grave suddenly-was rent asunder, 
that is, | don't know whether it was opened or dug up, but | 
was caught up by some dark and unknown being and we found 
ourselves in space. | suddenly regained my sight. It was the dead 
of night, and never, never had there been such darkness. We were 
flying through space far away from the Earth. | did not question 
the being who was taking me; | was proud and waited, | assured 
myself that | was not afraid, and was thrilled with ecstasy at the 
thought that | was not afraid. | do not know how long we were. 
flying, | cannot imagine; it happened as it always does in dreams. - 
when you skip over space and time and the laws of thought and 
existence, and only pause upon the points for which tHe heart 
yearns. | remember that | suddenly saw in the darkness a star. 
“Is that Sirius?" | asked impulsively, though | had not meant to 
ask questions. 

“No, that is the star you saw between the clouds when you were 
coming home,” the being who was carrying me replied, 

| knew that it had something like a human face. Strange to say, 
1 did not like that being, in fact | felt an intense aversion for it. 
1 had expected complete non-existence, and that was why | had 
put a bullet through my heart. And here | was in the hands of a 
Creature, not human, of course, but yet living, existing. “And so 
there is life beyond the grave,” | thought with the strange frivolity 
‘one has in dreams. But in its inmost depth my heart remained 
unchanged. “And if | have got to exist again,” | ‘thought, “and live 
once more under the control of some irresistible power, | won't be 
vanquished and humiliated.” 

“You know that | am afraid of you and you despise me for һај," 
1 said suddenly to my companion, unable to refrain from the 
humiliating question which implied a confession, and feeling my 
humiliation stab my heart as with a pin. He did not answer my 
question, but all at once | felt that he was not even despising me, 
but was laughing at me and had no compassion for me, and that 
our journey had an unknown and mysterious object that concerned 
me only. Fear was growing in my heart. Something was mutely and 
painfully communicated to me from my silent companion, and 
permeated my whole being. We were flying through dark, unknown 
space. | had for some time lost sight of the constellations familiar 
to my eyes. | knew that there were stars in the heavenly spaces 
the light of which took thousands or millions of years to reach 
the Earth. Perhaps we were already flying through those spaces. 
| expected something with a terrible anguish that tortured my 
heart. And suddenly | was thrilled by a familiar feeling that stirred 
me to the depths: | suddenly caught sight of our sun! | knew that 


it could not be our sun, that gave life to our Earth, and that we à 
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меге an infinite distance from’our sun, but for some reason 
1 knew in my whole being that it was a sun exactly like ours, 
duplicate of it. Asweet thrilling feeling resounded with 
vetstasy in ı fart: the Kindred power of the same light 
which had’given me light stirred an echo in my heart and 
awakened it, and 1 had a sensation of life, the old life of the 
__ past for the first time since | had been in the grave. 

"But if that is the sun, if that is exactly the same as our 
sun," | cried, “where is the Earth?” 

‘And my companion pointed to a star twinkling in the 
distance with an emerald light. We were flying straight 
towards it. 

“And are such repetitions possible in the universe? Can that 
be the law of Nature? . . . And'if that is an Earth there, can it 
be just the same Earth as ours . . . Just the same, as poor, as 

„ unhappy, but precious and beloved for ever, arousing in the 
most ungrateful of her children the same poignant love for her 
that we feel for our Earth?” | cried out, shaken by irresistible, 
ecstatic love for the old familiar Earth which | had left. The 
image of the poor child whom | had repulsed flashed through 
my mind. қ 2 

“You shall see it all," answered my companion, and there 
was a note of sorrow in his voice. 

But we were rapidly approaching the planet, It was growing 
before my eyes; | could already distinguish the ocean, the 
outline of Europe; and suddenly a feeling of a great and holy 
jealousy glowed in my heart. 

“How can it be repeated and what for? | love and can love 
only that Earth which | have left, stained with my blood, 
when, in my ingratitude, | quenched my life with a bullet in 
my heart. But | have fever, never ceased to love that Earth, 
and perhaps on the very night | parted from it | loved it more 
than ever. Is there suffering upon this new Earth? On our 
Earth we can only love with suffering and through suffering. 
We cannot love otherwise, and we know of no other sort of 
love. | want suffering in order to love. | long, | thirst, this very 
instant, to kiss with tears the Earth that | have left, and | 
don't want, | won't accept life on any other!” 

But my companion häd already left me. I suddenly, quite 
without noticing how, found myself on this other Earth, in the 
bright light of a sunny day, fair as paradise. | believe | was 
standing on one of the islands that make up on our globe the 
Greek archipelago, or on the coast of the mainland facing that 
archipelago. Oh, everything was exactly as it is with us, only 
everything seemed to have a festive radiance, the splendor of 
some great, holy triumph attained at last, The caressing sea, 
green as emerald, splashed softly upon the shore'and kissed 
it with manifest, almost conscious love. The tall, lovely trees ~ 
stood in all the glory-of their blossom, and their innumerable 
leaves greeted me, | am certain, with their soft, caressing 
rustle and seemed to articulate words of love. The grass 
glowed with bright and fragrant flowers. 

Birds were flying in flocks in the air, and perched fearlessly 








“оп my shoulders and arms and joyfully struck me with their 
«darling, fluttering wings. And at last | saw and knew the 
‚people of this happy land. That came to me of themselves, . 
they surrounded me, kissed me. The children of the sun, the 
children of their sun — oh, how beautiful they were! Never had 
1 seen on our own Earth such beauty in mankind. Only perhaps 
in our children, in their earliest years, one might find, some X 
remote faint reflection of this beauty. The eyes of these happy 
people shone with a clear brightness. Their faces were radiant 
with the light of reason and fullness of a serenity that comes of 
perfect understanding, but those faces were gay; in their words 
and voices there was a note of childlike joy. Oh, from the first 
moment, from the first glance at them, | understood it all! It 
was the Earth untarnished by the Fall; on it lived people who 
had not sinned. They lived just in such a paradise as that in 
which, according to all the legends of mankind, our first parents 
lived before they sinned; the only difference was that all this 
Earth was the same paradise. These people, laughing joyfully, 
thronged round me and caressed me;-they took me home with 
them, and each of them tried to reassure me. Oh, they asked me 
πο questions, but they seemed, | fancied, to know everything 
without asking, and they wanted to make haste to smooth away 
the signs of suffering from my face. 
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And do you know what? Well, granted that it 
was only a dream, yet the sensation of the 
love of those innocent and beautiful people 


has remained with me for ever, and | feel as though their love is still 
flowing out to me from over there. | have seen them myself, ‘have known 
them and beén convinced; | loved them, | suffered for them afterwards. 
Oh, | understood at once even at the time that in many things | could 
not understand them at all; as an up-to-date Russian progressive and 
contemptible Petersburger, it struck me as inexplicable that, knowing so 
much; they had, for instance, no science like ours, But | soon realized 
that their knowledge was gained and fostered by intuitions different 
from those of us on Earth, and that their aspirations, too, were quite 
different. They desired nothing and were at peace; they did not aspire 
to knowledge of life as we aspire to understand it, because their lives 
were full. But their knowledge was higher and deeper than ours; for our 
science seeks to explain what life is, aspires to understand it in order 
to teach others how to love, while they without science knew how to 
live; and that | understood, but | could not understand their knowledge. 
They showed me their trees, and | could not understand the intense 
love with which they looked at them; it was as though they were talking 
with creaturés like themselves. And perhaps | shall not be mistaken if | 
say that they conversed with them. Yes, they had’found their language, 
and | am convinced that the trees understood them. They looked at all 
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Nature like that — at the animals who lived in peace with them 
and did not attack them, but loved them, conquered by their 
love. They pointed to the stars and told me something about them 
which | could not understand, but | am convinced that they were 
somehow in touch with the.stars, not only in thought, but by some 
living channel. Oh, these people did not persist in trying to make 
те understand them, they loved me without that, but | knew that 
they would never understand me, and so | hardly spoke to them 
about our Earth. l'only kissed in their presence the Earth on which 
they lived and mutely worshipped them themselves. And they 
saw that and let me worship them without being abashed at my 
adoration, for they themselves loved much. They were not.unhappy 
on my account when at-times | kissed their feet with tears, joyfully 
conscious of the love-with which they would respond to mine. At 
times | asked myself with wonder how it was they were able never 
to offend а creature like me, and never once to arouse a feeling 
of jealousy or Envy in me? Often | wondered how it cóuld be that, 
boastful and untruthful as | was, | never talked to them of what I 
knew -- of which, of course, they had no notion - that 1 was never 
tempted to do so by a desire to astonish or even to benefit them. 
They were as gay and sportive as children. They. wandered 
about their lovely woods and copses, they sang their lovely songs; 
their fare was light -- the fruits of their trees, the honey from their 





woods, and the milk of the animals who loved them. The work they 
did for food and raiment was brief and not laborious. They loved 
and begot children, but I never noticed in them the impulse of that 
cruel sensuality which overcomes almost every man on this Earth, 
all and each, and is the source of almost every sin of mankind on 
Earth, They rejoiced at the arrival of children as new beings to share 
their happiness. There was no quarrelling, no jealousy among them, 
and they did not even know what the words meant. Their children 
were the children of all, for they all made up one family. There was 
scarcely any.illness among them, though there was death; but their 
old people died peacefully, as;though falling asleep, giving blessings . 
and smiles to those who surrounded them to take their last farewell 
with bright and lovely smiles. | never saw grief or tears on those 
occasions, but only love, which reached the point of ecstasy, but 

a calm ecstasy, made perfect and contemplative. One might think 
that they were still in contact with the departed after death, and 
that their earthly-union was not cut short by death. They scarcely 
understood me when L questioned them’aböut.immortatity;;but 


evidently they were so convinced of it without reasoning that it was 
not for them a question at all. They had no temples, but they had a 
real living and uninterrupted sense of oneness with the whole of the 
universe; they had no creed, but they had a certain knowledge that 
when their earthly joy had reached the limits of earthly nature, then 
there would come for them, for the living and for the dead, a still 
greater fullness of contact with the whole of the universe. 

They looked forward to that moment with joy, but without haste, 

not pining for it, but seeming to have a foretaste of it in their hearts, 
of which they talked to one another. 

In the evening before going to sleep they liked singing in musical 
and harmonious chorus. In those songs they expressed all the 
sensations that the parting day had given them, sang its glories 
and took leave of it. They sang the praises of nature, of the sea, 
of the woods. They liked making songs about one another, and 
praised each other like children; they were the simplest songs, but 
they sprang from their hearts and went to one's heart. And not only 
in their songs but in all their lives they seemed to do nothing but 
admire one another. It was like being in love with each other, 
but an all-embracing, universal feeling. 

Some of their songs, solemn and rapturous, | scarcely understood 
at all. Though | understood the words | could never fathom their full 
significance. It remained, as it were, beyond the grasp of my mind; 
yet my heart unconsciously absorbed it more and more. | often told 
them that | had had a presentiment of it long before, that this joy 
and glory had come to me on our Earth in the form of a yearning 
melancholy that at times approached insufferable sorrow; that | had 
had a foreknowledge of them all and of their glory in the dreams 
of my heart and the visions of my mind; that often on our Earth | 
could not look at the setting sun without tears . . . that in my hatred 
for the men of our Earth there was always a yearning anguish: Why 
could | not hate them without loving them? Why could | not help 
forgiving them? And in my love for them there was a yearning grief: 
Why could | not love them without hating them? They listened 
to me, and | saw they could not conceive what | was saying, but 
| did not regret that | had spoken to them of it: | knew that they 
understood the intensity of my yearning anguish over those whom 
| had left. But when they looked at me with their sweet eyes full of 
love, when | felt that in their presence my heart, too, became as 
innocent and just as theirs, the feeling of the fullness of life took 
my breath away, and | worshipped them in silence. 

Оһ, everyone laughs in my face now, and assures me that one 
cannot dream of such details as | am telling now, that | only 
dreamed or felt one sensation that arose in my heart in delirium 
and made up the details myself when | woke up. And when | told 
them that perhaps it really was so, my God, how they shouted with 
laughter іп my face, and what mirth 1 caused! Oh, yes, of course 
| was overcome by the mere sensation of my dream, and that was 
all that was preserved in my cruelly wounded heart; but the actual 
forms and images of my dream, that is, the very ones | really saw at 
the very time of my dream, were filled with such harmony, were so 
lovely and enchanting and were so actual, that on awakening | was, 
of course, incapable of clothing them in our poor language, so that 
they were bound to become blurred in my mind; and so perhaps 
1 really was forced afterwards to make up the details, and so of 
course to distort them in my passionate desire to convey some at 
least of them as quickly as | could. But on the other hand, 


how can | help believing that it was all true? It was perhaps a 

“thousand times brighter, happier and more joyful than | describe 
it, Granted that | dreamed it, yet it must have been real. You know, 
I will tell you a secret: perhaps it was not a dream at all! For then 
something happened so awful, something so horribly true, that 
it could not have been imagined іп a dream. My heart may һауе 
originated the dream, but would my heart alone have been capable 
of originating the awful event which happened to me afterwards? 


- How could | alone have invented it or imagined it in my dream? А 


Could my petty heart and fickle, trivial mind have risen to such 

a revelation of truth? Oh, judge for yourselves: hitherto | have 

concealed it, but now | will tell the truth. The fact is that |... = 
corrupted them all! 


Yes, yes, it ended in my corrupting 
them all! How it could come to pass | 
do not know, but | remember it clearly. 


The dream embraced thousands of years and left in me only 

a sense of the whole. | only know that | was the cause of their 
sin and downfall. Like a vile trichina, like a germ of the plague 
infecting whole kingdoms, so | contaminated all this Earth, so 
happy and sinless before my coming. They learnt to lie, grew 
fond of lying, and discovered the charm of falsehood. Oh, at first 
perhaps it began innocently, with a jest, coquetry, with amorous 
play, perhaps indeed with a germ, but that germ of falsity made 
its way into their hearts and pleased them. Then sensuality was 
soon begotten, sensuality begot jealousy, jealousy - cruelty ... 

‚ Oh, | don't know, | don't remember; but soon, very soon the 
first blood was shed. They marvelled and were horrified; and 
began to be split up and divided. They formed into unions, but 
it was against one another. Reproaches, upbraidings followed. * 
They came to know shame, and shame brought them to virtue. 
The conception of honor sprang up, and every union began 
waving its flags. They began torturing animals, and thé animals 
withdrew from them into the forests and became hostile to 
them. They began to struggle for separation, for isolation, for 
individuality, for mine and thine. They began to talk in different 
languages. They became acquainted with sorrow and loved 
sorrow; they thirsted for suffering, and said that truth could 
only be attained through suffering. Then science appeared. vm 
As they became wicked they began talking of brotherhood and 
humanitarianism, and understood those ideas. As they became 
criminal, they invented justice and drew up whole legal codes 
in order to observe it, and to ensure their being kept, set up 8 
guillotine. They hardly remembered what they had lost, in fact 
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One day you'll be blind like me. You'll be sitting here, a speck in the void, in the 
dark, forever, like me. 


One day you'll say to yourself, l'm tired, I'll sit down, and you 
Then you'll say, lm hungry, ІІ get up and get something to eat. But you won 


"Il go and sit down. 
't get 


up. You'll say, | shouldn't have sat down, but since | have I'll sit on a little longer, 
then 111 get up and get something to eat. But you won’ 
anything to eat. 


You'll look at the wall a while, then you'll say, I'll close my eyes, perhaps have 


"t get up and you won't get 


a little sleep, after that I'll feel better, and you'll close them. Апа when you open 
them again there'll be по wall any more. 


the resurrected dead of all the ages 


Infinite emptiness will be all around you, all 
bit of grit in the middle of the steppe. 


wouldn't fill it, and there you'll be like a little 


Yes, one day you'll know what it is, you'll be like me, except that you won't have 
anyone with you, because you won't have had pity on anyone and because there 


won't be anyone left to have pity on you. 
Samuel Beckett, Endgame 
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Tefused to believe that they had ever been happy and innocent. They 
even laughed at the possibility of this happiness in the past, and 
called it a dream. They could not even imagine it in definite form and 
shape, but, strange and wonderful to relate, though they lost all faith 
in their past happiness and called it a legend, they so longed to be 
happy and innocent once more that they succumbed to this desire 
like children, made an idol of it, set up temples and worshipped 
their own idea, their own desire; though at the same time they fully 
believed that it was unattainable and could not be realized, yet they 
bowed down to it and adored it with tears! Nevertheless, if it could 
have happened that they had returned to the innocent and happy 
condition which they had lost, and if someone had shown it to them 
again and had asked them whether they wanted to go back to it, 
they would certainly have refused. They answered me: 


“We may be deceitful, wicked and unjust, we know it and weep 
over it, we grieve over it; we torment and punish ourselves more 
perhaps than that merciful Judge who will judge us and whose 
Name we know not. But we have science, and by the means of it we 
shall find the truth and we shall arrive at it consciously. Knowledge 
is higher than feeling, the consciousness of life is higher than life. 
Science will give us wisdom, wisdom will reveal the laws, and the 
knowledge of the laws of happiness is higher than happiness.” 

That is what they said, and after saying such things everyone 
began to love himself better than anyone else, and indeed they 
could not do otherwise. All became so jealous of the rights of their 
own personality that they did their very utmost to curtail and destroy 
them in others, and made that the chief thing in their lives. Slavery 
followed, even voluntary slavery; the weak eagerly submitted to the 
strong, on condition that the latter aided them to subdue the still 
weaker. Then there were saints who came to these people, weeping, 
and talked to them of their pride, of their loss of harmony and due 
proportion, of their loss of shame. They were laughed at or pelted 
with stones. Holy blood was shed on the threshold of the temples. 
Then there arose men who began to think how to bring all people 
together again, so that everybody, while still loving himself best of 
all, might not interfere with others, and all might live together in 


„ something like a harmonious society. Regular wars sprang up over 


^ this idea. All the combatants at the same time firmly believed that 


* science; wisdom and the instinct of self-preservation would force 


men at last to unite into a harmonious and rational society; and so, 
meanwhile, to hasten matters, ‘the wise’ endeavoured to exterminate 
as rapidly as possible all who were ‘not wise’ and did not understand 
their idea; that the latter might not hinder its triumph. But the 
instinct of self-preservation grew rapidly weaker; there arose men, 
haughty and sensual, who demanded all or nothing. In order to. 
obtain everything they resorted to crime, and if they did not succeed 
— to suicide. There arose religions with a cult of non-existence and 
self-destruction for the sake of the everlasting peace of annihilation. 
At last these people grew weary of their meaningless toil, and signs 
of suffering came into their faces, and then they proclaimed that 
suffering was a beauty, for in suffering alone was there meaning. 
They glorified suffering in their songs. | moved about among them, 
wringing my hands and weeping over them, but | loved them perhaps 


more than in old days when there was no suffering in their faces 
and when they were innocent and so lovely. | loved the Earth 
they had polluted even more than when it had been a paradise, 

if only because sorrow had come to it. Alas! | always loved sorrow 
and tribulation, but only for myself, for myself; but | wept over 
them, pitying them. | stretched out my hands to them in despair, 
blaming, cursing and despising myself. | told them that all 

this was my doing, mine alone; that it was | had brought them 
corruption, contamination and falsity. | besought them to crucify 
me, | taught them how to make a.cross. | could not kill myself, 

| had not the strength, but | wanted to suffer at their hands. 

1 yearned for suffering, | longed that my blood should be drained 
to the last drop in these agonies. But they only laughed at me, 
and began at last to look upon me as crazy. They justified me, 
they declared that they had only got what they wanted themselves, 
and that all that now was could not have been otherwise. At last 
they declared to me that | was becoming dangerous and that they 
should lock me up in a madhouse if | did'not hold my tongue. 
Then such grief took possession of my soul that my heart was 
wrung, and | felt as though | were dying; and then . . . then 

| awoke. 

It was morning, that is, it was not yet daylight, but about six 
o'clock. | woke up in the same armchair; my candle had burnt. 
out; everyone was asleep in the captain's room, and there was a 
stillness all round, rare in our flat. First of all | leapt up in great 
amazement: nothing like this had ever happened to me before, 
not even in the most trivial detail; | had never, for instance, fallen 
asleep like this in-my armchair. While l'was standing and coming 
to myself | suddenly caught sight of my revolver lying loaded, 
ready — but instantly | thrust it away! Oh, now, life, life! | lifted up 
my hands and called upon eternal truth, not with words, but with 
tears; ecstasy, immeasurable ecstasy flooded my soul. 

Yes, life and spreading the good tidings! Oh; | atithat moment 
resolved to spread the tidings, and resolved it, of course, for my 
whole life. | go to spread the tidings, | want to spread the tidings 
一 of what? Of the truth, for: have seen it, have seen it with my... 
own eyes, have seen it in all its glory. 

And since then | have been preaching! Moreover | love all those 
who laugh at me more than any of the rest. Why that is so | do. 
not know and cannot explain, but so be it. | am told that kam 
vague and confused, and if! am vague and confused now; what 
shall | be later on? It is-true indeed: | am vague and confused, 
and perhaps as time goes on l'shall be more so. And of course: 

1 shall make many blunders before | find out how to preach, 

that is, find out what words to say, what things to do, for it is a 
very difficult task. 1 see all that as clear as daylight, but, listen, 
who does mot make mistakes? And yet, you know, all are making = 
for the same goal, all are striving in'the same direction anyway, 
from the sage to the lowest robber, only by different roads. It is 

an old truth, but this is what is ew: | cannot go far wrong. For | 
have seen the truth; | have seen and | know that people can be 
beautiful and happy without losing the power of living on Earth. 


. I will not and cannot believe that evil is the normal condition of 


mankind. And it is just this faith of mine that they laugh at. But 
how can | help believing it? I have seen the truth - it is not as 
though | had invented it with my mind, | have seen it, seen it, and 
the living image of it has filled my soul for ever. | have seen it in 
such full perfection that | cannot believe that it is impossible for 
people to have it. And so how can | go wrong? | shall make some 








slips no doubt, and shall perhaps talk in second-hand language, 
but not for long: the living image of what | saw will always be 
with me and will always correct and guide me. Oh, | am full of 
courage and freshness, and | will go on and on if it were for a 
thousand years! Do you know, at first | meant to conceal the fact 
that | corrupted them, but that was a mistake that was my 
first mistake! But truth whispered to me that J was lying, and 
preserved me and corrected me. But how to establish paradise 
= | don't know, because | do not know how to put it into words. 
After my dream | lost command of words. All the chief words, 
anyway, the most necessary ones. But never mind, | shall go and 
1 shall keep talking, | won't leave off, for anyway | have seen it 
with my own eyes, though | ca 
scoffers do not understand tl 
It was a dream, they say, 
though that meant so much! 
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understand), yet | shall go on preaching it. And yet how simple it is: 
in one day, in one hour everything could be arranged at once! The 7777 
chief thing is to love others like yourself, that's the chief thing, and = ` 
that's everything; nothing else is wanted - you will find out at once 
how to arrange it all. And yet it's an old truth which has been told — 
and retold a billion times + but it'has not formed part of our lives! E 
The consciousness of life is higher than life, the knowledge ofthe  , 
laws of happiness is higher than happiness = that-is whatone must. > 
contend against. And | shall. If only everyone wants it, it can be 
arranged at once. 

And 1 tracked down: that little girl ... :apd: shall go on and on! 

* Fyodor Dostoevsky: 
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First I lost my savings. Then І lost my job. I'd already lost my husband, killed in Iraq. But I 
“ο still had my kids: Erica, Sara and Sam. Depressed, | think 1 would have gone out of my mind 
had it not been for them. They have such an ability to adapt to radical changes, or what we 
adults think are radical changes. They have taught me how our minds hold on to things we 
don't really need. They need me; they need each other, but they don't need all the material 
things or fancy foods we used to give them. Their happiness is contagious. 





2 Cathy Athearn . 
22 Martha's Vineyard. = 















Like little philosophers with sun-damaged faces, 
Charles and Stella, my kids, need to make sense of 
the crash. Honestly, | tried recounting what | can still 
remember of the ‘real’ version. But here on Vancouver 
Island, by the open Pacific, I've been drifting back to 
ту own introverted childhood, which was a fogbank 
of Arthurian legends, Trojan horses and flamboyant 
creation myths. 

I've been home-schooling them with some “great 
books” we managed to save: Shakespeare, the Bible, 
and my Greek and Latin texts from college. When 
you read The Iliad, or Sophocles’ Electra, you realize 
people haven't changed much in 3,000 years. The 
ancients enjoyed killing, conniving and trashing the 
environment too. But they also loved life and art, and 
tried their best to be good human beings in a strange 
world they couldn’t control. What goes around, huh? 

What a lot of work it was to found the human race, 
and look where it got us, This is a bedtime story | tell 
Cand 5 when it’s dark. ; 


“When the world was younger than you both, a 
race of giants owned everything. With their long 
fingers they launched satellites into space, scooped 
fish from the bottom of the Coke-dark sea, and wove 
cities out of steel. At their feet lived men and women, 
and children, who played in the streets carved by 
their golf swings. As tall as mountains, these giants 
were neither cruel nor kind; they gave people food, 
shelter, and cable TV, but otherwise they didn't seem 
to care about the tiny creatures scurrying around 
below them. Sometimes, on their way to the fridge 
for a snack, these humungous beings crushed whole 
towns into Lincoln Logs. When they argued over the 
remote control, their fiery breath left parking lots and 
expressways where forests once stood, 

But in its furthest corners and loneliest places, the” 
world was still as beautiful as the day it was born. 
The luckiest people dwelled in ease and peace. 

They were strong and handsome and the fairest 


kids went to good schools, where they learned how to 
build cars and to throw a football. The giants had not 
made the world, and they had not always been giants. 
Their ancestors меге men who had grown huge after a ` 
forbidden meal of PowerBars from God's pocket. Afraid 
of shrinking back to normal human size, this brazen race 
fed themselves on salmon from the farms of Nutreco 


* and took baths in the radium springs of Westinghouse. . 


They also liked to eat coal and gasoline, which they 


-sucked out of the ground with drinking straws. 


In this golden age of movie theaters and jet planes 
and hospitals and trips to the mall, children slept in 
air-conditioned bedrooms and spent their holidays with 
Mickey Mouse. Moms and dads could make a pizza 
appear at the front door just by picking up the phone. 
But secretly, these smiling parents were terrified οἵ the 
giants, whom they feared would snatch their kids away 
in the night and put them to work making toys in a 
factory without any windows. 

But then a child was born who would bring the giants 
crashing to their knees. Sensing danger, the giants 
picked up her special powers on an infrared security 
camera and sent two ninjas to kidnap her as she played 
Beyblades in the driveway with her brother. The girl, who 
was named Stella, trapped the ninjas under the garage 
door until the police arrived. An important man read 
about Stella in the newspaper, and gave her a job as a 
spy. Stella liked spying, but she still wanted to go after 
the giants who had tried to take her from her family. 
One Saturday morning, she got on her bike and rode to 
the top of the world so she could get a better look at 
their faces . E 
Nick Rockel 
Tahsis, BC 











In living life freely any insight held more than the 
moment appropriate to it becomes an illusion and a 
snare. For every name, idea, insight applied over any 
period of time deadens that part of the universe it 
touches. To name is to experience. To name a part of 

- the flow always the same way is to experience it always 
the same way and thus to die to life. To live freshly 
entails continually re-creating experience, continually 
unlearning, continually destroying the old names, the old 
truths, and creating a new world and fresh experience 
by giving to the flow new names. 

T 3 Luke Rhinehart. 

























I was a lab rat before the crash, the 
- kind of guy who used to hang awkwardly 
around the edge of parties wearing the 
wrong trainers. A good climber-and a 
reliable guy to have at the end of a rope, 
but . . . dull. Not now. Out here, I'm 
definitely one of the main-people - good 
at fixing stuff, fit enough to survive out 
-一 一 here-on the moors.where we live.and... 
to handle the long walk to town. I'm 
the one who got the generator and the 
laptop working. Mike's the leader, but 
I'm pretty important. Out here I'm a 
whole different person. 

There are 15 of us living out here on 














& Avon Rockhoppers Club. We took a 
majority decision to get out together 


- -the moors;-alt-members- of the. Bristol.-— - 





it. Like when Mike tried to kill the 

first sheep - it was funny ahd horrible (| 

at the same time. Laura scteamed 一 

because the sheep's eyes were rolling-————— 

when Mike cut its throat with his Swiss 

‘army Knife. "I've always wanted tö use 

it properly,” he said, grinning, 

blood or his-ehin.— 
Last weekend we went to this 








— amazing market in a big field near _ 


after the crash. We've got all the 
right kit — tents and four-season 
boots, Gore-Tex jackets, Waterproofs, ^ 
thermal lined gloves, cooking utensils 
and Swiss Army knives. We used -- 
to climb every winter in Scotland 
and every summer in the Alps and 
the Dolomites -- so Dartmoor is no 
problem for us. We're conserving 
supplies, trading the logs we chop 
from a little wood nearby and trying 
to catch sheep. 

We used to work all week just 


+- to live like this.every weekend- .. 


- climbing, walking, kayaking, even 
caving. Now our weekends have 
become our whole lives and the jobs 
we used to have are just memories. 
Life's harder, but I feel like I'm living 


logs but it was cold-and he kept 


Taunton. It was like the Glastonbury- 
Festival crossed with a car boot sale. 
“People were selling bikes, Clothes, 

food, barrels of cider with a pump, 
-taptops with-homemade-soler-chargeis, 
broken guitars, gazebos. We swapped 一 一 


- tent for loads of fresh veg and a 


wheelbarrow, and some petrol from — 
_a guy with a Shell tanker for logs { 
“and a sheepskin and some öf Ladira’s | 
jewellery. | think | gave him too many 
arguing and we needed the fuel to : 
get Баск _ 

I've even got a girlfriend now. Labra--- — — 
never looked at me before, just at 
Ralph with his Land Rover Discovety 
and web design job and his 200 quid 
“Roharí trousers. But Ralph-disappeared 
after the incident with the intruder'ang ^ 
we don’t know where he went. When- 
Mike caught the intruder stealing from- ----- 
our food tent he held him down and” 
1 hit him with my ice axe again and 
again and again. “I've always wanted 
“to use it properly,” 1 told Mike and һе 
grinned, he got the joke. Laura sleeps 
in my tent now. She says she sees me 
differently. I'm scared because we- 
can't be sure about anything any more . 
but I'm more scared because | don't 
want this to end. | don't want to go 
back to who І was before. i 

Dom Phillips: 
Dartmoor, UK 








ANDY GOLDSWORTHY 


On my way back from seeing a mate in the Hunter Valley, 
| stopped near Cessnock and sat Undera big ghost gum. 
‚You know how hot it can get in Australia — well. over 100 
degrees by mid-afternoon. You can’t event walk on the 
road without the tarmac melting on your shoes, 5ο the 
shade was unreal. | sipped from my water bottle, watched 
the landscape shimmer and warp and all of ã sudden | 
felt myself slipping into a panic attack. | saw the same 
uncertain future stretching ahead of me that we all face: 
sure, there was so much wrong with the old world, but it 
was.so easy to live in. Now every moment is a struggle for 


survival, and while I've never felt so alive, | was slammed _ 


with grief for the loss of the comfortable and familiar. 

And so | did the only thing | know of to cope. | meditated. 
| sat in a half-lotus (| haven't been able to sit in a full 
lotus since smashing my ankle back in 2003), cradled my 

hands:on my lap, left under right, closed my eyes, 
and started to focus on my breath. In-out, in-out, in-out. 
As you concentrate.on your breath, you start to notice 
your thoughts. The idea is to quieten your brain activity 
as much as possible; by reducing subjective sensory input 
to your brain, you release the inner powerhouse of — 
well, you can call it your subconscious or your soul, 
they're just labels. All | can tell you is that something 
happens, something powerful and cleansing and good. 
When | started meditating | couldn't believe how 
cluttered my thinking was. Thoughts popped up all the 
time: what was | going to have for dinner/I must phone 
that person/geez, last night was fun. On and on they 
yapped. | learned with time not to engage with the white 
noise of my thoughts, and began to enjoy meditation as 
its own reward, concentrating on my breath, and every 


“time my thoughts wandered, going back to the breath. 


And that's what | did under the ghost gum that day. 
| watched myself breathing, and watched my thoughts drift 
across the surface of my mind, like the clouds scudding 
on the wind across the beautiful big blue sky above. In the 
old world, with its myriad distractions and illusory needs, 


-people used to feel anxious or stressed or unhappy, and 


pay professionals to delve into their psyches, and suggest 
treatments, pills, strategies to make them less anxious or τ 
stressed or unhappy. 

But when you meditate, you realize that you've been 
constructing reality in a delusional way. Things don't go 
wrong when you look at the world in the moment: there is 
no wrong, no right, there is simply what happens. Right 
and wrong are phantoms of the ego projecting its desires 
into a future that doesn't exist, because it hasn't happened 
yet. Neither does time exist, ¡because as the Buddha taught 
us, the only constant to existence is constant change. 
Whenever | feel events overwhelming me | sit, focus on 
my breath, and remember that in the eternal present, all 
things are possible, and everything is exactly as it should 
be. Immersed in the wonder of the now, you can deal with 
whatever life brings you. It's like a rollercoaster, like magic. 

And that's what | did outside Cessnock. | breathed, * 
| watched, and after an hour, | got up and continued my 
journey home. ` 
Mark White 


There are streams flowing-new through Manhattan Island. These are the waterways that 
“originally. crossed the island, flowing to both the East and Hudson rivers, but were covered 
d over by centuries of buildings and streets. The fire that destroyed parts of downtown must 
have cleared the way for them tó re-emerge. And a good thing too; since there is nothing - 
left of the old water system that brought water from way upstate and as far away as the 
Delaware. There is one creek, for example — the Indians called it Manetta Creek — going 
from a well at what was once about 14th Street and 5th Avenue down through what used 10 
be Greenwich Village and emptying into the Hudson at about Houston Street, I'd say, that is. 
Ma piece =- constantly lined with people getting water for household use. 
And then there's food. New York, like any large metropolis, depended almost entirely on 
N outside sources, many of them continents away, for its food supply. Now that trade has all 
but vanished and people must be self-sufficient. | can see a number of small farmplots 
from here, and there are probably household kitchen gardens that | can't make out. | would ge 
assume that some foodstuffs come from up the Hudson, where the fertile land provided 
all kinds of fruit and vegetables until the city turned ¡ts hack on its bioregion in the early 
twentieth century. _ 
The ultimate lesson: it is not necessity but self-sufficiency that is the mother of 
invention— and survival / 
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“REMEMBER THE ALAMO 


| was braiding you a lullaby lock, with my tinsel tooth. My tinsel 
tooth, the temptation you said you saw when | grinned, the one 
in the back you said you were going to lick it was so tempting. 
That was the pretence for the first time we kissed, the time at the 
Alamo when we were all growing our hair out by the campfire, 
the first time we kissed before Frances came back from his 
tangle of wires, you never did lick it, you never have my tongue is 
„in the way you said, and I hid my tinsel tooth behind a cigarette 
you lit for me with a burning brand from the fire, sparks and 
Frances drinking his wine watching us pretending disinterest and 
watching us pretending not to wish for him to melt, the big bald 
moon hanging low between us, glimmering. 

All your locks are languidly tensile, like the broken radio 
towers we saw hanging from the buildings in San Antonio after 
the fires started, when they were burning the last of the gas from 
the police cars and singing in the streets, 
those that weren't inside terrified, when the 
televisions were saying the same thing over 
and over and so people stopped watching, 
seeing stars beyond the smoke, we had joints 
on the courthouse steps disbelieving it had 
come true and you with Frances draped, 
his lips red from his parents’ wine, you said 
shame about us not being able to finish high 
school before civilization collapsed, and we 
laughed and laughed. 

Frances was boring when we thought the 
revolution had come, he didn't know what 
to do next, he'd always been saying just 
you wait, old Burbank saying Frances why 
do you come to school if you refuse to do any work, Frances 
sitting in the back of class, bare feet up, with one of his T-shirts, 
Politicians are Pop Stars or Capitalism is Barbarism written, 
with permanent marker, just you wait Frances said, Frances 
and his fuck-all charm, Frances and his -isms, and then what. 
But Frances took all his parents’ wine before we lit out yelling 
Remember the Alamo! as we tore through town on our ten-speed 
bikes, and that was fine with me. 

He had always wanted to, Frances spray-painted Tourism 
is Voyeurism on the wall when we took the Alamo, all of us, 
our backpacks filled with school books and cans of soup and 
cigarettes, guitars and sleeping bags slung over handlebars, 
Frances with his amplifier and his parents’ wine. Looking at the 
wall | said to Frances how about a peep show, and you sparkled. 
| was getting the fire started, | had been a Boy Scout before we 
thought the revolution had come, but you knew that you said as 
you knelt beside me, can you tie knots you asked me, and 
| thought about our tongues, but | only shook my head as | tore 
pages from your history book and twisted them for the fire. 

And wasn't it just like them to try and make us pay for the books 
when we went back to school. 

We took the clothes from the wax dummies before we brought 
them to the fire, now they're naked, they're cold you said 





with sweet mischief, you in a vest and a sheriff's badge, locks 
bursting out from the cowboy hat we scalped, me with a studded 
collar and gunslinger's belts and wax pistols, coon skin cap, the 
legs of your jeans we cut short with my pocket knife tucked away 
like pelts, we fought over the stiff coiled lasso and that was when 
you first saw my filling winking at you, | was grinning wanting you 
to wrangle me. 

Frances had a song he wanted to play for everyone but he had 
to be plugged in he said, he was exasperated by his tangle of 
wires and we were wondering if electricity would still work, but 
we didn't really care, drinking a bottle of his wine between us, 
all around everyone dancing with the wax dummies before they 
started to melt, and later we sat by the fire and watched them 
glisten and drip, watched their false features smooth out, and 
you said they looked sad | said because they have no genitals, 
50 we mixed wine with the hard-packed clay and gave each other 
earthen smears of ceremonial paint and gave the boy dummies 
big vulva purses and the girl dummies 
big bulging packages and watched them 
bow together in the heat, singing the 
dirty versions of christmas carols which 
everyone seemed to know, reeling and 
stumbling and throwing bottles from 
the walls, deck the halls and in the 
moonlight it shines like tinsel, | wonder 
what it tastes like you said. à 

When we ran out of books for the 
fire and everyone was sleeping where 
they lay and it was quiet, we thought 
we heard music. When | opened my 
mouth to say | wonder where a music 
of static flowed out instead, you said | 
must be a Boy Scout I'd made a radio with. my head, my filling 
picking up emergency bulletins too, tilt your head a little you 
said and there was music again, | leaned close to let the fallen 
world sing in your ear as | gathered loose strands, turning them 
together, whispered for you until my jaw got tired, | closed my 
mouth into yours and we made clay jukeboxes with our bodies 
twining around and around filling every cavity, six days until the 
service volunteers found us, the firemen looking like they'd just 
been woken up, still brushing the feathers out of their hair and 
we didn't put up a fight, our bread was moldy and we were out of 
cigarettes, having trouble coming up with a new national anthem, 
Frances was sullen the wine was gone, he was planning a new 
revolution to win you back, just you wait he said, and | knew 
they'd be coming anyways | heard it from my tooth though 
| didn't tell you, you were wearing an antique flag for a skirt and 
1 was shaving with General Houston's saber when they came in 
and told us to go home, all is forgiven they said, and encouraged 
to be forgotten, they implied. But there will be another. 
Meantime, remember. 

Austin Pick 


| first heard the rumors when | was sorting 
through radishes at the Hopland market a few 
months ago. 

I was working at the market after a pretty 
rough transition; it’s hard to start over at my 
age. It was a fight to get out of San Francisco, 
and then | didn’t know where to go until | heard 
of Hopland, where life was more bearable 
thanks to a decade-old alternative energy co- 
op. Pre-crash, this place just sold solar-power 
supplies, but these days it’s a meeting place 
for the entire valley. The farmer's market isn't 
а yuppie weekend ritual anymore, but a vital 
trading post for fresh crops. 

A farmer came in with a few crates of apples 
and set up next to me. “I'd have had more to 
trade, but the Deniers were in my fields this 
morning, taking the windfalls,” he said with a 
resigned smile. 

“The who?" 

“The Deniers. Haven't you heard of them? It's 
like a new religion they're working on out there.” 

He said they were a group of foragers living 
in the forest across the ridge; he didn't know 
how many there were. A few of the men he'd 
seen in his orchard wore long robes, probably 
former residents of the various Zen monasteries 
in Mendocino County, but others looked like 
long-haired college students or aging hippies. 
That was all he knew, but he got me curious 
and | started listening harder to the market 
chit-chat. 

Over the next weeks | started hearing that 
name on many lips, “the Deniers.” What were 
they denying? Everything about the civilization 
that had let us down so grievously. The 
remnants of our past lives that most of us 
sought out eagerly — 

a ride in a car or a hot shower — they scorned. 
They rejected such a broad swath of humanity's 
past that they refused to cultivate crops or 
hunt any animal, preferring to search out 

and reverently gather the edibles that nature 
provides. 

Their reverence, that seemed to be the key. 
They treated the forest like a church. It's as 
if they were looking for some kind of spiritual 
windfall, too, a fruitful byproduct of ће heavy 
winds that had shaken aur world. 

Yesterday a teenager from the valley came 
into town. He was pretty worked up, swinging 
his bag of mushrooms and shouting, and pretty 
soon we'd all gathered around to hear what 
he had to say. He'd come to market before, 
spouting outlandish news from San Francisco 
and New York, so | took what he said with a 


couple grains of salt. 

"It's that crazy forest cult,” һе said. "I ran into 
the main group of them in the woods, there were a 
couple hundred of them at least. Their leader was 
about to die and they were having a celebration!” 

He said the leader of the Deniers was a shaggy, 
gray-haired man, probably in his 70s. Не had 
guided this group of people since the transition, 
but lately he noticed that he lagged behind on long 
walks and felt worn out, even in the mornings. His 
strength was leaving him. That's when he gathered 
his followers and told them to celebrate his life, 
because he would let it end within the week. He 
planned to go alone into the woods and find a 
beautiful place, where he could sit quietly and wait 
to die. 

The teenage traveler said he stumbled right into 


the middle of this scene, and was flabbergasted 
when he figured out what was going on. “The 
old man said he wanted to ‘die when ripe,’ can 
you believe that? Can you imagine giving up like 
that?” 

The strange thing is, part of me сап. 

The other part of my brain says NO. That's 
the part that learned too well the lessons of 
our individualized society and can't imagine 
willingly giving up a precious moment of 
existence. But in these new times, maybe it 
would be better to gracefully acknowledge 
when | reach the end of my span. The artificial 
techniques that | expected would give me an 
extra decade are all but gone, anyway, and 
grasping for them would take its toll on my 
dignity. 

I'm not going to do anything rash. But maybe 
l'Il take a walk in the woods tomorrow and see if 
I can find anyone to talk to. 

Maud Gordon 
Mendocino County, CA 
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Dear Kusters, 
~=- "Well, теге tam sitting on my cabin-porch-at the eastern foot 
_ of the Three Sisters volcanoes in the Cascades Mountains of 
Oregon. I'm a 75-year-old geezer with bad digestion, blurred * 
. vision, and only a few of my original teeth. Ma Nature can take | 
me out as soon as She wishes. I've had a good life, and there | 
NE are plenty-of young, strong, innovative folks who can use the 
scarce food supplies better'n me. 
nn you want to know the truth, I'm feeling okay about this 
. civilization going under. Always did think that we homo 
sapiens took a wrong turn back when we threw our lot in 
L^... With agriculture and the inevitable cities and, with them, | 
concentrated people and pollution, stashes of goods, and { 
~armies te-raid-other-cities-stashes 0і-р0015-------------------. 
This beautiful planet could probably get along fine with | 
several handred millium of us on board, living simply off —  — —-— — — ——— 
| о ће land. But we've succeeded so well at increasing our 
| numbers and taking over every corner of the place that She's. 














--------------------- overloaded: With civilization down for the count, our numbers Ὃ 
can slide back south toward some reasonable level. 

тыы eae 'timagine-our-species-not reinventing civilization τα ο 
awhile, but maybe we've learned something from the previous 
go-round. I'm sure many of you will make it through, carrying 一 一 一 一 d 
. forward your creative ideas and our collected wisdom from the i 

past 10,000 years on what does and doesn'twork. Be sure and - 

MID ney step of the way, too, okay? Goodbye, and best 

of luck. 


- Billy Stevens. 一 一 - 
Sisters, 08 
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HOW THE SUN WAS MADE 


Ег а long time there was no sun, only a moon and stars. That was before there 
were men on the Earth, only birds and beasts, all of which were many sizes larger 
than they are now. 

One day Dinewan the emu and Brolga the native companion were on a large plain 
near the Murrumbidgee. There they were, quarrelling and fighting. Brolga, in her 
rage, rushed to the nest of Dinewan and seized from it one of the huge eggs, which 
she threw with all her force up to the sky. There it broke on a heap of firewood, 
which burst into flame as the yellow yolk spilled all over it, and lit up the world 
below to the astonishment of every creature on it. They had been used to the semi- 
darkness and were dazzled by such brightness. 

A good spirit who lived in the sky saw how bright and beautiful the Earth looked 
when lit up by this blaze. He thought it would be a good thing to make a fire every 
day, and from that time he has done so. All night he and his attendant spirits 
collect wood and heap it up. When the heap is nearly-big enough they send out the еше i] 
morning star to warn those on Earth that the fire will soon be lit. 

The spirits, however, found this warning was not sufficient, forthose who slept آل باب‎ 
saw it not. Then the spirits thought someone should make sûme noise at dawn to | 

-~ herald the coming of the sun and waken the sleepers. But for a long time they could 
not decide to whom should be given this office. 

At last one evening they heard the taughter of Goo-poor-gaga, the Kookaburra, ~~~ ~~ М A 
ringing through the air. “Ж оу 

` "That is the noise we want,” they Said. ” Mic E LL. Ses Li EBED 

Then they told Goo-goor-gaga that, as the morning star faded and the day_ 
‘dawned, he was every morning to Taugh his loudest, that his laughter might awaken 
all sleepers bi this, then no more would 2. 
they light the ight again. 

But Goo-goor-gaga saved thelight for the world, o si 

He agreed to laugh his loudest at every dawn of every day, and so he has done - ` 
ever since, making the air ring with his loud cackling, “Goo-goor-gaga, goo.goor. - E en 
gaga, goo goor gaga.” 

When the spirits first light the fire it does not throw out-much heat. But by- -- -=-= 
the middle of the day, when the whole heap of firewood is in a blaze, the heat is x 
fierce. After that it begins to die gradually away until, at sunset, only red embers DE caa 
are left. They quickly die out, except a few the spirits cover up with clouds ands save 
to-light the heap of wood they get ready for the next day. 

Children are not allowed to imitate the laughter of боо- -goor-; gaga, lest he should 
-hear them and cease his morning cry: 

If children do laugh as he does, an extra tooth grows above their eye-tooth, so 
that they carry the mark of their mockery in punishment for it. Well thé 2004 spirits 
know that if ever a time comes when the Goo-goor-gagas cease laughing to herald 
the sun, then no more dawns will'be seen in the land, and darkness will reign 一 “一 
once more. 
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Lam the last and lam lonely. 

Last night | saw three of the large moons hanging together, with the sea Spalte and 
dancing below. 

It gave me no pleasure. There was no one to share it. 

For a full year before my first mating, the males gave me no peace. | miss them now. 
They thronged the air round me, begging me to fly with them, until the air shimmered. 

They were all surprised when | chose Uao for my mate. True, he was rather small even. = 
for a male: He wasn't properly transparent either; he looked more like smoke than water, 
so that he cast а faint shadow and his lunch sometimes saw him coming. А 

“It's not really a problem,” he said. “| hunt with the sun іп my eyes, so my shadow's 

7 behind me. | have to squint a bit, that's all." 

Uaos slight smokiness dimmed the brilliant tracery of his veins, but it set off the pale 
ráinbow sheen on his skin to perfection. To me he was even more beautiful than a perfectly 
transparent dragon:= 

Besides, he made me laugh. Often | came back to my perch to find that he had left me 
some fish, and arranged them into the shape of one giant fish, or a dragon, ora heart. He 
did that sort of thing all year round, not just a few days before mating. And he looked into 
my eyes, not under my tail, all the time. 

Oh there was=no-one like Шао! | knew he'd make a wonderful father too. | could hardly 
wait for spring and the mating flight. 


ж. 


One winter's night, a ball of fire streaked across the sky. It caused a great deal of comment. 
Some said that it was a very large shooting star, others that one of the mountains must be 
spitting fire again. | wanted to see for myself, 50 a group of Us set off in great excitement. 
We visited twenty or so islands, but four days later we returned disappointed. Every island 
was boringly normal. 

One of the elders called a meeting, and said he'd seen one of these fireballs before: It 
was just a shooting star, and it happened perhaps once in a dragon's lifetime, if the dragon 
was lucky. He had ‘seen one himself, many years ago. Nothing. for us youngsters to мову; 
about.” 

“Pompous old ass!” said Uao that night. We were lying side by side as igual: with our 
tails entwined, and Uao's wing dver my back. It was too small to keep out the cold, but it 
gave me a cosy feeling anyway. 

“Who?” I asked, 

“Eo the Elder,” said Uao. “He doesn’t know any more about that fireball than we do^ ” 

"But he said he'd seen one,” | objected sleepily. ~ 

“Only after we went and found there were no fire mountains. If he'd really seen one 

‚ before, you 'd think he'd remember straight away. Itwas pretty memorable.” ... 

“True.” Uao had a way of being right. 

"One thing,” Џао continued. "If we ever do find. out what it was, I'm sure there'll be 
plenty of dragons pretending that they knew all along, or at least that they had a feeling 
about it.” 

He was right about that too. Eventually almost everyone claimed to have known that it 
was ап omen. They just.didn't feel the need to mention it for the first three years, that's all. 

Perhaps forty nights later we saw another twelve fireballs, all in V formation like 
migrating dragons. 

“Once in a lifetime?” murmured Џао. “My, my. Aren't we doing well.” 

There were no more fireballs, or at least we saw no more, and the memory began to fade. 





e E е ο ЫШ 
WE WERE ΤΗΕ FIRST WAVE OF HUMANS.GAZE ON OUR WORKS, AND DESPAIR. WILL THE SECOND WAVE BE ANY BETTER? 
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We never did find out whether the fire balls had anything to do with the disaster. 、 


ж 


We were fishing. It was a beautiful day, and the sky was a lovely deep rose. | flew with the 
sun behind me, but Uao was flying into the sun as usual. | turned, and saw him with a 
huge fish in his talons, struggling to gain height. | went to help. | knew straight away that 
there was something odd about that fish, but we had no breath for talking. We just hefted it 
back to our perch, and sat gasping. 

The fish made πο attempt to escape. In fact it lay strangely still, except for its tail which 
was spinning madly. As soon as we got our breath back, ра our prize. It was half 
as long as-Uao, narrow, and very black. 

Vao tried scratching it with a claw. "It's as hard as an iay. | ants if the insides taste 
as good?” 

“Let's.crack it open and find out,” | said, 

So we grabbed it with our claws, flew up about a dragon's length, and dropped it. 

It smashed into the rocks with a peculiar “CLANG” and split open. 

“Yuck!” | said. “5 got parasites,” 

There were about a dozen little white things wriggling around inside it, , Squawking 
and screaming. 1 

They were about as big as my feet, and they ran about on two legs, waving two other 


* legs near the top. 'Some scrabbled into corners of the strange fish. Others were squashed, 
and these were red instead of white. А few looked as though they were helping the 


‘squashed ones, as though they were intelligent. 
__ “Somehow | don't fancy eating - Ow!” Џао broke off suddenly. 

“What's the mat — Ow!" | said. The horrid maggots had stings. My eyes must have been 
playing tricks, because it looked like they picked up black rods from somewhere, 
and pointed them at us. But whoever heard of an animal that could take its sting off? 

“Let's go and catch something else,” said Uao. 

We fished, and took our catch back to another part of the island — “in case those stingy 
maggots are still there,” said Шао - and ate. Then we settled down for a nap. 

We discussed names for the maggot-things. Uao decided on “humans.” It was perfect. 
Just the right touch of I-can’t-be-bothered contempt. 

"| wonder where they came from,” | mused. “I've never seen one before.” . 

“They probably came on those fireballs,” said Uao, completely straight-faced. “We'd 
never seen those before either.” 

I laughed so hard that | fell off the ledge. It took me a while to fly back, because all my 
breath went on laughing. 3 

“All the same, Uao, | think perhaps we should have squashed them. Suppose they go and 
infest the whole island?” 

But they didn't. They did something much worse. 


d 


Spring fever is contagious. | ached and shivered and couldn't sleep. Џао caught it from 
me. He rubbed his head back and forth along my neck and crooned. He traced swirls and 
curlicues along my flank with his claw in a whisper of touch. | nuzzled under his wing, 
giving him tiny, delicate nibbles. Our tails writhed together in the starlight. We carried, 
on for days. Not a single dragon thought offood. The only flights we made were barely ` 
more than hops, male and female leaping up a dragon's length, and fluttering back down 
together. Over and over we leapt and hovered. The tension grew and grew until it became 


unbearable, and still it grew. 

Time. 

As one, the dragons rose into therred dawn, even the yearlings who were too young to 
mate. We circled the island, spiralled up and up into the pink heaven. When the island 
was по more than a dot below us, we streamed away from the rising sun in a giant V of 
dragons. | flew halfway down one arm, with Uao just behind and to my left. We quivered 
with anticipation. 

We flew on and on as the sun rose, and still we flew. When the sun was high ina pale 
heaven, | saw many more flights of dragons coming from other islands. We met over the 
ocean, and formed a giant swirl.of hundreds of dragons, circling and waiting. 

Years later, | thought how beautiful we must have looked. 

Uao flew above me, and stroked me with his tail as we flew. We circled, waiting. 

We dived, Half a thousand dragons poured into the ocean like a waterfall. | took a deep 
breath just before we hit the water. 

Itwas cold. The fish-fled from us, but we ignored them. We flew down through the water, 
down and down toward our special undersea mountain. The warm crater on the mountain 
top was the only place to spawn. J 

It had gone. 

The entire crater of the mountain was covered by a clear dome, many dragon-| lengths 
across, and surrounded by unnatural lights. Inside we could see scores of humans moving 
around. They lined the sides of the dome, staring at us. 

| ached to breed, but there was nowhere to lay my eggs. | raked a claw across the dome, 
but it was as hard as the strange fish. There was no way to break it. We could only circle the 
dome in frustration. 

Џао nudged me, and pointed. a claw upwards. Suddenly | realized that my lungs were 
bursting. 

We headed upwards, following a few others. It was a long way. | flew up through the 


water with my lungs burning. The water above me got slowly lighter. My sight grew rapidly ” 


dimmer. | had left it too late to head for the surface, and | was dying. Then I felt air on my 
nose, and sucked for my life. 

| looked round for Џао, and didn't see him. | took one long gulp of precious air, and dived 
again. | found him only a little way under, but floating slowly down, unconscious. - 

| swam under him, and tried to push him up. | was tired, and he was too heavy for me. 

In despair, | dropped my eggs, and for a long moment | watched them slowly fall into the © 
darkness below. Then | heaved with my wings, and we slowly started to rise. 

I heard Џао gasp, and knew that he had made it. | broke the surface beside him. We 
wallowed in the troughs between the waves, our ribs heaving. Slowly, dimly, | became aware 
just how few dragons there were around us. The sun set. The night was cold, and the waves 
dashed into our faces and kept us awake. 

Towards dawn | found the strength to cry. 

Few of us survived, and none of the yearlings. We searched for somewhere else to lay 
eggs, but all the other undersea mountains were cold and the eggs died. We tried sitting on 
them on a ona perch, but they dried out. It was useless. No baby dragon ever hatched-again. 

- We grew grew old. One by one, the others died. Losing Uao was terrible. Н 

Lam the last. 

Now the humans infest all the islands. They follow me around. They point black things. 
and strange lights at me. Every time | move, they all make “Ooooh!” and “Ahhhhh!” noises. 
They give me no peace. 

And | am lonely. 4 
© М г Sheila Crosby 
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RUN COMRADES, 
THE OLD WORLD 
iS BEHIND YOU! 





